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OEITICAL NQTICB OP THE SEASONS, AND 
CASTLE OF INDOLENCE. 


Foub of the chief rural poets of Scotland wete natives 
of scenes which biographers imagine had some influence 
on the character of their compositions: the author of 
“The (Jentlo Shepherd” was born oj one of the pastoral 
tributaries of the ClydeBurns, whose fine series of 
longs reflect, as brightly as the streams reflect the sun, 
die feelings and sympathies of our peasantry, came from 
;he banks of the romantic Boonthe Muse that saw 
:or us the pure and beautiful vision of “Kilmeny,” lived 
)n th^ poetic Ettrickand the great author of “ The 
Reasons”—a poem which gives a tongue to inanimate 
lature, while it elevates and chastens the human hgfirt— 
ivas bom on the classic Tweed. 

The birthplace of James Thomson was Ednam Manse, 
Dy Eden-water, close to the town of Kelso, dud* nigh 
rweedside, in the county of Roxburgh. His father, con- 
lected with the ^trict, it is said, was licensed to pleach, 
tax/ 17, 1691, and ordained, it is not known through 
^h^influgnee, minister of Ednam, July 12,1692. The 
Sesaioii Book of the parish supplies us with the following 
lecisiv^ entries“ 1693, October 6, Mr. Thomas Thom* 
mn. minister o# Ednam, and Beatrix Trotter, in the psrkh 
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of Kelso, gnve up their names for proclamation, in order 
to maiTMlge.” In due time, in th^ same record, follow 
the baptisms of their first son, Andrew; their second 
son, AJejander; their eldest daughter, Isabel; and, lastly, 
their third son, James, who was bom on the iftb, and 
baptised on the 15th of September,-1700. lie was the 
fourth-born of nine cliildren, of whom five werre daughters, 
^f the poet’s father, we are told that he was rather 
unaffectedly pious and diligent in his duties than worthy 
of remembrance for his learning and eloquence; while of 
his mother, who was co-hriress of Wideuope, a small 
portion of land near Greenlaw, in Berwickshire, Lord 
Buchan, who spoke from report, says, “ She was a w'oman 
of uncommon sensibility, and endowed with sublime affec- - 
tions:” and Patrick Murdoch, who spoke from knowledge, 
calls her “ a person of uncommon natural endowments, 
possessed of every social and domestic virtue, with an 
imagination, for vivataty and warmth, scarce inferior to 
her son’s, which raised her devotional eiercises to a pitch 
bordering on enthusiasm.” It is pleasant to see the 
character of the parent appear in the child—Thomson 
hod much of his mother in him. One of his iatest 
biographers, curious in matters of descent, says, “ Less 
has b .'en said of his parents than they merit; and from 
the slight way in which they have been noticed, the idea 
may have arisen that ho was of obscure origin.” But 
Bzpressions such as these are too poetic to settle ques¬ 
tions of gentility of blood: and be it home in mind that 
P^byterianisra having no bishoprics ifr her gift, aqd ho 
dathedrak in her dreams, the high-hom of the land sell^him 
aspire to her pulpits, and the kirk has to seek her pastors 
amongft her citiiens and husbandmen; and her pastors 
fl^nd their wives amongst Ae daughters of farmfis and 
sniall portioners of land. From this claaa\ame the poet. 
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' it ii store materiftl to inquire how, and at what hour, 
lovO pf the Muse came upon him. Murdoch saya, 
that hefoie Thomsou had grown up to man’# estate, “ the 
study of poetry had become general in Scotland j the best 
Bnglishfltiithora being universally read, and imitations of 
thenr a^mpted.” This, we fear, is easier to say than 
to prove) th# ancient ipve of ftoetry had faded away, 
•Ij^e an unwatcred flower, uuder the dry discipline of th*^ 
kirk; .and though •it never perished—for an immortat 
thing Cannot die—the people had been taught to listen 
to another charmer^ and when a minister preached of a 
“broken covenant, and spilt l&lood,” their hands sought 
the lance, and neglected the lyrethey thought of the 
sword of Gideon, ratlier than the harj) of David. "With 
this fervour Scotland was long possessed: at song and at 
ballad, once the favourites of all classes, she shook her 
head: the brightest labours of the pen had little merit 
in her eyes: a written discourse, however elegant, was as 
' unwelcome as snow to summer; a sermon which failed 
tp reach from noon to sunset she uccodnted a profane 
parsimony, and a grudging of gifts; and (vatcchisings, 
idmqpitions, and eihortatious were the things in which 
her soul deliglited. In this severe school were the Pres¬ 
byterians of the days when the poet was a boy trained 
and brought up: nor is there any reason to believed that 
a course less austere was pursued in his father’s household. 
It is true that, with the higher born, and here %nd there 
with the learned, the belt of discipline was not so tightly 
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on the water of Jed, in the tome county. An mcreawjg < 
fiuaily and a small stipend haw.leen assigned as th» 
reajwn for this removal—-a thing not conunon in the fcak 
—from a scene of cultivated beauty, where the ruins 6f 
Eoiburgh Castle, the magnificent remains of KelsU Abbey, 
the clear and slow-sliding stream of Tweed, and tljp hurry¬ 
ing current of thp Teviot, unit® with the hills and (hdes 
^around in forming a landscape of no ordinary beauty: tW 
all but unconscious poet was taken td one of a ruder, yet 
not, perhaps, less lovely kind, Southdean, or Sou’dean, 
as the peasantry call it, untruly a jJhstorah land: lovely 
with its green hills, and its blooming heather, while the 
slender stream of the “crystal Jed,” winding through the 
whole, adds a look of life, by its moving waters, to the 
upland solitude. In this lonesome, though romantic pl#ce, 
tho poet pMsed his early years; nor was he insensible, when 
but a boy, to a scene which his biographer. Lord Buchan, 
calls a laud “full of the elements of natural beauty— 
wood, water, eminence, and rock, with intermixture of 
rich and beautiful meadow,” Here, as he wandered by 
himself, he first met the Muse—not the Muse that 
visited Bums, with a wildly witty grace on her throw, 
and a tartan kirtle reaching half-leg down; hut such a 
one as his enthusiastic mother would have loved—a 
Muse staid, devout, demure: her looks, in the language 
of Milton, “commeKjing with the skies.” 

'Jhe place of his birth, and tho scenes where he was edu- - 
catcd, are celebrated in Scottish song: to such influences 
he wss pot iosensible; he could not walk out without 
seeing a hill or a stream fan;ou8 in story; nor could hS«troIl 
in either wood or field witjiou 11 Abiding in the jet uueffaced 
footstepi of patriots and poets; nor wander by ^rivulet 
aide, or drink out of a fountain—and of this he w^ fondi 
—without feeling they were celebrated i# iiliperikhahle 
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to this ppe*«i(Je of s msgniffecnt I«d- 
toa^ viiich wild beauties of uatiure 

thotfbof mtiffttion-^*4he pastoral with the agricultuial-- 
soeaM- 8\|re to awakeh verse of an undying kind; for in 
them relied the Muse which first inspired him. 

Bof ^}bb intercourse he had been prepared by such 
^oolingl as #edburgh oeuld give, where it is a tradition 
^ihnt he AeWed neitlier quickness nor vigour of parts; 
and by perusing thS Scriptures, which gave elevation to 
his language, and a spiritual aim to his sentiments; hut 
more than a# by fliat fireside education which only a 
tender and devout mother can tflcctuolly bestow. In 
his first attempts in verse, he struck at once the key-note 
of “The Seasons-.” the following lines, written at the 
age of fourteen, are coloured with the religious ardour 
of his race, as well as warmed by Bible sublimities; I 
cannot help regarding them as something of a marvel. 
The young poet supposes himself seated on a hill, on a 
summer night, contemplating the Works of God above 
and about him: ho speaks of them with much of the 
Iieat of a poet, and the clearness of a philosopher, 

“ Now I •urrey’d my native facqltice. 

And traced my actiona to their teeming aoorce i 
Now I explored the univeraal frame, 

Gaicd Nature through, and with bUrior liglit 
Converaed with angela and unbodied tainta. 

That treatl the courta of the Eternal Kipg! 

Gladly I would declare, in lofty atrain*, 

The powoiiof Godhead to the aona of men, 

But thouglTt' ia loat in its ioinumaity > 

Imaginatbn waatca ita atrength m vajn, 

And fcnoy tires and tuMu wifhb itidf, 

•Struck with the amaibg deptfia of Deity I 
t All I nty Lord God 1 b vab a tender yout^ 

’tj^akirfu b aits of deep philosophy, 
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Attempt* to learclv the bufty tUM* of matter, 
trace the mica of motioit, an^ponae ‘ 

The phantom Time, too lObtlefar his grasp t 
Yet may I, from thy most appatOTt works, 

Form some idea of their wondrohi Author" 

Tliese, and other musiogs in a similar spirit, jt^racted 
the notice of Mr. Eiccarton, thea assistant to the mmijster 
• of Hobkirk, who supplied him with books, directed 
education, and, as he had some skill In verse, encouraged 
his intercourse with the Mfl'ie. The merits of the boy- 
bard were perceived, too^ by Sir ^Villi*! Bonnet, of 
Chesters; nor were they unheeded by the Elliots of 
Minto, at whose seat he passed some of bis school 
vacations; and when he removed to Edinburgh College, 
in his eighteenth year, a little of bis fame had gone before 
him, and laid the foundation of his future intimacies with 
David Mallet, and Patrick Murdoch, his first biographer, 
llis fine genius was for a while unperceived by the hiilk 
of his comrades of the college; by the Grotesque Club, to 
which ho belonged, he was regarded as a “ dull fellow,” 
and made a jest of; nor did his exercise, or “ Dissertation 
on tjfe Tenth Section of the 119th Psalm,” pronounced by 
Hamilton, the Divinity Professor, obscure, and inclining 
to the profane, rdise him in the opinion of his companions. 
This exercise, which Johnson calls too poeticrily, splendid, 
was not in verse, as has been said by all thft biograpbeni, 
but in prose; neither did it, as they have affirmed, restrain 
his thoughts towards the pulpit; for these he continued 
to entertein tiU the success of bis pontry opened other 
views to his ambition. It is likely that he regarded the 
ipprobation whioVit seqps Mr. Auditor Benson, adtindly 
but yals person, bestowed on his exercise, as a cqpapoQs^ 
tion for the public rebuke of Hamilton, which ha^ l(ttJe 
qf the wtUmine in it. that as it may,<bn'pnf|a{4fHin 





fi|^d&ri{e'4ttv47:Of ^ 0 * 6 ^, in^pite of the opiokuatof 
»^th(^-4er6 wild perceived aothing but flpjlW ' 

hii b^t inspiratioh*; 

Thonw^ had been,'bat a short while at college before 
his fiithir<died: an event which, though it did not render 
the utterly desolate, darkened for a time all their 
views, and obliged his mother to surrender the tnanie 
'te anoth^* occupant, and remove, with her children, to, 
Bdinburgh. Tho Itono which the poet put over hi# 
father’s grave, in Southdean churchyard, is now nearly 
wasted awftj^y tirtft and vi<^nce; and all that remains 
of the iuseriplion is these words: “ Hero lie# the 
Eeverend Thomas Thmnson, a holy man of God." 

Of the studies of Thdmson, in Edinburgh, tho little 
that is known is cliiefly found in his cortespoudence with 
hi# friend Cranstouu, minister of Ancrum, to whom he 
thus write#, in hia twentieth year: “'Wit and beauty thu# 
joined would ho, a# Shakespeare ho# it, making honey a 
sauce to sugar: and yet another would say that beauty, 
divine beauty, enlivens, heightens, and refine# wit] that 
even wit is the necessary result of beauty, which put# 
the Bpirits in that harmonious motion that produ^ it, 
that tunes them to that ecstacy, afid make# them dart 
through the veins and" sparkle in the eyes. I de*ipied 
to hkve sent you a manuscript poem, but I have no time 
till next week.” ' 

But Etliuburgb, at that time, offered litthj of no, 
ancouragement to those who inclined to poesie, irtethet 
^^fkne or saCrqi: tho light of tiie Muse was r<,^^ed' 
rather as a light which led to a place of woe than to 
of blfis#; an^ the church closed h^ dop» with no 
all who . dared to drinlt at etlur 

no hope# of m ^urn^iou# 

Seen in s^pUyhoustj Ot. 





(^uJce^pearel ‘‘XTnder‘Buchdiiieana^cfl»,'^i*y« Jotuw^j 
“he. easily discovered that the only rtage on which 
could appear, with any hope of advantage, w$8 Ijopdop;-^ 
a place too wide for the operation of party competi^oii 
and private malignity: there merit might 8oon«l)ecome 
conspicuous, and would find friends as soon as it was 
yeputahle to befriend it.” To this adventure he'was, it 
js said, secretly stimiilated by the advfce of his mothe|^, 
yrtio, probably, felt that divinity was •embellished, if not 
exalted, by poesie, and, also, “ by encouragements from a- 
lady of quality, a friend of his moth^, thea*ia London.’' 
I ^uote the words of Murdoch, who knew, but did not 
choose to tell, that this patronizing woman of quality 
was Lady Grizel Bailliethough he added, that her 
promises ended in nothing beneficial; a graceful' way of 
saying thdt s^je failed to fulfil them. . . 

And much, it would seem, did the'’poet neCd a patron 
who could perform ns well as promise. When he reached 
London, in April, not August (as one of his latest bio¬ 
graphers affirms), in the year 1725, he found himself all 
but friendless, as well as penniless. All his hopes lay, it 
is said, on his poem of “ Winter,” and recommendations to 
several people of consequence in London, which were 
stolen from him as he passed along the street: with the 
gaping curiosity of a new comer, his attention was upon 
everything rather than his pocket; but it would appear, 
ftoM^hisiorrespondenoe, that, at least some of his letters 
of recommendation'were carried by the poet’s own hands 
to 'thak addresses; and from what he sa^s to Craiisiws,, 
in the following Setitember, “Winter” was not written 
when he reached.Londop. “Now I imagine yom” he 
’si^ “ 6^ied with e,, ^e romantic kind of a*mel^Cb'o^' 
the ye/ar; now I figure yha. wan:^^^^^ 
philqeophioid (met p^ive, amidst the bri^ 
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igrore^ ivliQe the leafea furtle under your feet, the aw 
g^vea a parting gleatf, and the birds 

^Stir the feint note, ind but ettempt to ting.’ 

^hen the heaveus wear a more gloomy 
aspect, fcfe winds whistle, and the waters spout, I seo you 
in the w«d-known Cleugh, beneath the solemn arch of tall, 
Uiick, emhow?ring trees;listening to the lull of the many 
steep moas-grown facades, while deep, divine Contem- 
plation—the genius of the place—promijts each swelling 
awful thought. I am sure you would not ri'sign your 
part in that ^ne at an easy i^te: none ever enjoyed it to 
the height you do; and you we worthy of it. There I 
walk in spirit, and disport in its beloved gloom. This 
country I am in is not very entertaining; no variety but 
that of woods, and these we have in abundance: but where 
is the living stream, the airy mountain, and the hinging 
rock, with twenty other things that elegantly please the 
lover of nature P Nature delights me in every form ; I am 
just now painting her in her most lugubrious dress, for my 
own amusement, describing Winter as it presents itself. 
After my first pro^wsal of the subject— 

‘ I (ing of Winter and his gebd reign; 

Nor let a rhyming'iniect of the Spring 
Down it a barren theme. To me 'tii full 
Of manly charms ; to me, who court Uie ahadci 
WTiom the gay seasons suit not, and who sbuu 
The glare of Summer, welcome kindml glooms, 

Drear, awful, wintry hortors, weloome all 1' 

Mr. Riccarton’s j)oem on Winter, which I still liaye, 
first put the desi^ into my head: in it are some mastiriyi 
■trokei, that awakened me.” 

The Cleugh, which in this important letter 
icfiala tel the mind of Cranstoun, as the place .'wiMlte ^ 
jSltWandv and muse in, is said to be ooilw wiM 
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w»t*r of AHl; ftod the poem out of wbicri he caught 
the impiratioQ which produced “ Winter”— a production 
prink'd, but now aouglit for in rain, south as well as north 
—contained, says tlio tradition of the district, an a<'Count, 
of a aknn gatlicriiii' round the hi^l of Jliibcnd^, which 
•upplied those nmstcrly strokes of wbich Tlioinsoii speaks. 
In truth, the |>o(*iii of " Winter” took iinst the shape of 
individual scenes; but wlieii the idea was sui-msted^y 
Mallei ol eonru eting them,us they rfTe in nature, iiitoono 
conlinudu* whole, he set to work .and united them with all 
the diligence aud felicity of fresh iiis{»irul iu% Little atten¬ 
tion nei'd, therefore, be paid to any other tradition of the 
origin of this iiittguilicenl poem nor wa.s this the only act 
of kindne.ss which all who love Thomson owe to Mullet- 
by his interest he was made tutor to the son of Ijord 
Hinniiig, u maker of easy verses, if not much of a iioot. 
“Mullet wrote.” says Wpemv, '-tlm dedhatmn to the 
Hjmaker. Dodingt.m s,-nt his servn e.s to Thomson, by 
Dr. Young, and de,ired to see him: this was thought 
hint enough for another dedie.ition to him ; and this waa 
hia first intmiuction to that m ijuamtanee.” 

During the time that “ W inter' ’ was n.s-uming tl^. shape' 
and order in which it now slutids. Thomson. ,t would seem 
waaautreriiigfrom ps'ctmiaryprivatioii and distress„f mind! 
The slrndor slock of money w ith w hieh his nmilier had sup- 
plied him was simn exhausted in a pl.ue with such a swallow 
rfLomlon, and he bad to write to the north for more • and 
his mother, whom ho tenderly ho. d. uml who l,u^ in the 
hoi^ of rejoicing in the fume of hereon, si. kcncl and 
^cd. Cranstoun relieved him with tmJney; but the death 
of hw mot u>f allcctcd Jtim deeply and long, and, perhan, 
the dcaire. which his Utters pmvl at thL Umo 
h® takrtained, of entering into the ministry. ‘•It 
M pitKligiou.hr difficult," he wnte. to !,« 
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tooa, ''io taQceed in. the boeineas you know 1 <leiig&. 
However, com^ iirhat will come, I ehall make an effi)rt, uu) 
leave the rest to Providence. Tlmre i«, I am perauaded, 
a necetaary fl^d chain of things; and 1 hojm my fortune, 
whntevef it is, ehall be linked to diligence and honeaty. II 
I ahoulcUnot succeed, in your next advise me v^ hat 1 should 
do; Succeed dh not, I firmly resolve to pursue divinity, as 
tlfe only thing, now, I am fit for. If 1 cannot accomplish 
the design for which I came up, I think I had best make 
interest and pass my trials here; so tlmt, if obliged toon 
to return to Sbotlan^, f may pot return no better than I 
came away. And, to l*e dwply serious with you, tho more 
I see of the vanity and w ickedness of tho world, I am the 
more inclined to tlint sacred otlice.” “ I hojm 1 shall not 
pass my time here,” he again w rites to Cranstoun, ‘* with¬ 
out'improvement—tlie great design of my coming hither; 
and tlien, in due time, I resolve, through God’s assistance, 
to consummate my original study of divinity.” The 
“ great design” of the ihjcI’s coming to London is untold 
in any of his IctU'rs; it is not unlikely that he expected, 
from the I'avourable opinion entertained of bis ltierits,'tbe 
situation of tutor in some distinguished family; for tliat 
seems to agree best with tlie sentiments expressed to 
Cranstoun. 1 am inclined to tliiuk that be had no ^xod 
and settled aim ; but eamo, with confidence in his genius, 
resolved to ” bide bis time,” and see what tho Muae 
would bring. Of the English Muse of tho year <!f grice 
1725, ho complains that she had lost much of her spirit 
and purity, and c^uld no longer be called the chaste*and 
the heaven-descended. 

Having co|ppletcd the poem oi“ Winter” to 

first difficulty lay in finding a publtttKl( 
iMBdwiA finding a patron; and bis third, to 
he found k one 
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•• Johdfon erroneomly writfui—who was persuaded to' 
purchase the work for three gulueasT That humble price, 
it appears, he mi;^bt have regretted; for readers were 
•l<w in purchasing a poem which had shaken off what 
critics called the graceful fetters of rhyme, auA sung of 
on uitgenial subject; but men of taste about town were 
roused by the n-proacbes and the adniifation of Mr. 
Whatley, whom Johnson calls a man not wholly unknowif 
among authors ; and public attention was called to it by 
ro®o mdignantrerses by Aaron Hill, in wbicli he censured 
the great for their neglect o^ingeuioiTs men.*This touched 
•'Jtr Mjumcer Comptou, to whom the poem was dedicated 
m ytrong strain of adulation, lie said-perhaps to 
Mallet-timt th.- poet ha.l never called; and he eipressed 
a des.re to sec him. To the levee of the Speaker, Thomson 
«m.nl,ng y went. “ He n-coived me.- so he wrote to 
Aaron Hdl. “ ,n what they eommonly i-all a civil manner- 
asked mo some eomtnonpluce .juc.Htions, and made me a 
p^eut of Iwenly guineas. I lery ready to own that 
present was larger than my fa rfornmiuv .leserved, and 
shall Mcnbo It to lus generosity, or any otlu r cause rather 
thaii the merit of the addn-ss." ' 

Thu jwm was publislu-d in the month of ]\rim-h 1726 

and unworthy; and ho longs for the t i * ’ 


•J he flbcLu^ 


ore aa 
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' different from true poetry as buffoonery is from philoaopbic 
thought. Vh kno^ not what e6eet this overstrained 
reproach had on the Southeren Muse; the rhyme-fit was 
then upon h^, and she was leaping and dancing to the 
melody«>f Pope, like one enchanted. “Winter" had 
charms §now^ without adding the allurements of a critical 
preface; it brought fame, and fame brought friends. 
•%nong the foremost of these was Duncan Forbes, of« 
Cullodcn, who is ^ipposcd to have aided the poet in 
taming down his language a little; and Aikman, the 
painter, who iffoved iff high aocjety: nor should the Graham 
of Montrose bo forgotten, a nobleman of a generous race. 
The ladies, in particular, seem to have regarded the poet 
as a sort of new-risen star, the brighter for being of the 
north: of these, the highest was the Countess of Hertford; 
and the most useful was Miss Drolincourt, daughter of 
the De.in of j\rmagh, a beauty and a wit, who at once 
looked and talked him into reputation. 

' But pniise was slow in filling the poet’s pockets; and 
small profit could be looked for from the salo of even 
three editions of so short a poem. The salo of Widehope, 
his mother’s inheritance, afi’orded him some assistance. 
His tutorship in Lord Binning’s family was very irksome; 
for the child he had to instruct was not more than four 
or five years old: the appointment, too, was of «\ort 
continuants; and, in May, 1726, he says in a letter to 
Aaron Hill, “I go, on Saturday next, to reside*at Mr. 
Watt’s academy, in Little Tower-street, in quality of tutor 
to a young gentleman there.” He remained with tlTall 
till October. “ I was a long time here," he writef to 
anotbftr frieryj, “living at my own charges, and you faurtr 
hicnr'SXwnsiTO that is. ThU, together whh the 
iritb.^thes and linen, and one thing and aDotber, 
here, necessarily obUged 
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trtct »ome debt*: being a atrangw, it is a vronder how, i 
got any credit.” In lliese cloudy times, it seems, be 
became acquainted with Savage; and through that unfor¬ 
tunate son of genius it is supposed much of the intelligence 
flowed which Johnson has wTought bto his metfloir. If 


proof were required that Thdnison courted Aaron Hill, as 
the critic savs, with every expression of serfile adulation, 
•it would Im> romlily found iti his letters. But be it said' 
to the honour of Hill, tliat ho was the'first of the Loudon 
literari who perceived his friend’s fine genius; and it is to 
tho h.niour of both that thejf continued fa-sWriends while 
they lived : nor should less be said of Mullet, on whom 
Joht.son ha<l spilt some of the nitric acid of his nature. 
This man, one of the opprc.'.scd race of the Maegree’ors, 
and the son of the keepi'r of a small publlchonae, in an 
ohsenr,. wadm.,. befriended by the hon.^e of Gralmn., rose 
0 d..s(metmn and inlluence, and used both in the cause of 
l.teralu.^; a„,l „He.| them. too. with good sense, ns well as 
gtSHl fclmg. Through him Thomson obtained tho notice 
of lope then. .IS now, popular; nor did tl.ose two great 
l-t. ..1.0 l„ ,,l, othen W, 

rant though o| mloler.iut eburel.os: the dluso itislikelv 
bad ^«rn,onir.ed tl.cir teneU, while, she purified their tastL’ 
..... tw, i„ love .„J „,„Ll 
jowtaj ..,d ki„Jo,„, ii„ 

ImW r T° Tl * r''"" '» mr. 

*11 or. high order m the realms of tast# Amon. /u ' 
wo^may name Arbuthnot and Gay. ^ ^ ° 
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(w two in Pope’# “ Windsor Forest,” our poetry, from 
“Pnmdise IiO((t ” MThomson’s “Seasons," contains no 
single new in^go of external nature. The high poetry 
—“ the land8<»pe glow,” as Burns beautiliiUy and justly 
calls it,^f most of the scenes in the “ Winter,” with the 
deep pathos the traveller perishing in the snow, found 
their way W all hearts. And this impression was 
«|rcngthcued by the “Summer," which, with the poem 
commemorating the death of Sir Isaac Newton, was writ¬ 
ten and published, tlie former by Millan, and the latter, 
the work o^a few Weeks, by Millar, in the year 1727. 
The “ Summer,” at the requAt of Lord Binning, to whom 
he desired, in gratitude, to iuscribc it, was dedicated to 
Bubb Bodington—the Bubo of PojMi’s “Satires"—a man 
whom Johnson says had more power to advance the repu¬ 
tation and fortune of the poet. It was remarked, both 
north and south, that the “ Master of Arts" annexed to 
his name on the title-leaf of the “ Winter,” probably in 
anticipation of that coveted bonnur from bis native college, 
was withdrawn in tbe“ Summer,"which sombwero notslack 
in ascribing to a n’liunciatiou of his hopes in the church : 
but i^ was not remarked that most of this noble poem was 
composed in the ungenial regions of Little Tower-street, 
while ho was tutor iti the school—he called it academy—of 
Watt. That scenes of surpassing beauty were preseht to 
Thomson’s mind at all times—for he was a poet of a high 
natural order—no one need be told; but that be copld 8*im- 
monup such images of loveliness amid the mercantile idlr 
and the inaritimg savour of Little Tower-stroet, mayiteem 
beredibio to nll,*save those that know bow easily a bril- 
liaat imagination can triumph over all obatructiqoit Th« 
which* the poem on Newton deserved, Wi^ 1^ 
Vy#ffi«h followed, the coming of the “Sumihar.^ 
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•Jl Thoniion’abioffrftphoni, been ascribed; but erroneously^* 
os a few dotes will shew. It made it^rst appearance from 
the press of W amer, of Patenio«ter-row, in the year 1729; 
and was stated to have been written in the year 1719. It 
carried no autbor’a name ; and the date of com position is 
suppoSi'd to have Ih'cu falsified, to elude consc^uencee; 
for the jK»cm was an indignant invective agjiinst Walpole’s 
ministry, whom tho nation thought slack in resentijj;* 
with tlio sword the insults of the Spaniards. It was 
rejiriiited hy Millan, in 1730, in quarto, to suit, in all 
proiiahiltly, the subscription editiiti of “^fho Seasons,” 
publLdied in the same year,1)y Millar : still it was without 
an author's name, and was said to have been written in 
1727. From the date of composition rendered in the 
edition of 17;{0, the errors of the biographers have arisen i 
It seemed strange, indeed, that a poem—that on the death 
ofNir Isaac New ton -dedicated to a prime minister.should 
while the ink of the inscription was still wet, be followed 
by another i>oem, full of patriotic iudiguation at Ins mea¬ 
sures. ami reproaches for permitting tlie imtion’s honour 
to be insulted. W ulpole, it ia true, had no taste for poetry- 
his car was tmi dull to distinguish between the L of a 

P’P*-': '“•J the poet 
mi^t have incensed by the silent disregard of his 
dcHlIbatiun. The time, therefore, when, in Johnson’s words. 

Opposition and had, therefore, no favour to expect 
fVcmi the Court, must be postponed for at least two y^ 
H%euutl«l proposals, to use a favourite exnn'SsL of 

W Jiuoo had paid thg dedication of the “ Summsr » h- 

Piib-.loWpdd.t.h.tim.ot.obraibi.**,,;,^^ 
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by • fffomirt to enlarge «4d correct the two " amKm^ 
already publisbid, aafl conclude the whole with an Bmy 
<m BeacriptiTO Poetry: «ub8cription8, it was added,were 
>0061704 by the* author, at the Smyrna Coffee-house, in 
Pall Malii and by Allan Bamsay (the poet), in Edinburgh. 
Put the public, J)erhap8, exhausted in patience and purse, 
by the fr^uenty of such appeals, subscribed slowly, and 
th| poet sought the more immediate aid of a separata 
publication, and gavd “ Spring ” to the world, declaring, 
in one of his letters, that “ subscription was now at its 
last gasp in tbe land.* 

*“ Spring ’’ came forth, with *a formal Dedication to the 
Countess of Hertford, under whose encouragement, os 
be says, the poem grew up; at whose delightful country 
B^t much of its imagery was inspired; and whose influence 
in the world could give the protection which it wanted. 
Sarage, the poet, says he owed his life to the intorcossion 
of this noble lady; she was a writer of verses too: some 
of her letters, which shew a taste for the rural beauties 
of nature, may be seen in “Shenstono’s Miscellanies.*’ 
It was her practice, as Johnson tells us, to invite, every 
•ummof, some poet to the country, to hear her verses and 
assist her studies. This honour was conferred, one summer, 
iron Thomson, who took more pleasure in carousing with 
fjord Hertford and his friends than assisting her laSy- 
Aip’s poetical operations; and, therefore, never received 
another auinmons. Lord Buchan, in his strange memoft, 
into a lofty flt of anger at this statement; but 
Jt^nson’s authority- may not be lightly rated. Yet nbna 
of I^y Hertford’s letters countenance the account ctf 
Mining. Writing, in June, 1739» to her niec^ 

says: “ I bopo your route will lcad.|m:^; 
de Vsncluse, which Petrarch, has niid!^:lib'|^ 
Mr^^omsoQ told me .be nhwd~l i|j|t ' ^ 
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this fountain^ tmd te promised to*give me » descr^ftoh ^ 
it in yer«e; but the promisee of poets are not always 
depimdfcd upon.’l Bheustone, too, about the time ofThc^-'l 
eon’s death, epeah# of his intimacy with this noble 
The four “ Seasons,” for which, in 1728, h^had pnl>- 
lishcd proposals, made their appearance in the nionth,<^ 
May, 1730: they included theiKmm on Si*Isaac Newton, 
and ended with tlio truly sublime Hymn to Qod-r^he 
crowning Rlory of the poem. Of«the “Autumn,” till 
Tiow wniiting to make the fabric perfect in all parts, the 
opinions wert', tltough various, fiarourabl^: »ome, who 
desired to sec all the secnet—of a succession of which the 
work is composed—of Imme growth, and all tlie imagery 
of an i.dund kind, demurred at the cicursive sallies of 
the author's genius, wliieli sought for Ulustratioua too 
fWsjucutly in far land.s; wliilc to otlmrs those fault* 
were IteHiities, and valued for being rare and far-fetched 
—but all united in admiring the pcxitical warmth and 
devotional glow whieh pen’adcd the whole performance. ' 


Th<» number of subs<TilK.T8 seems, in our day, small 
for such a |K)cm ; but ii general love of literature was^ot 
so dirtust'd in niofrumii’s time as it is ui ours; noj had it* 
appealed from individual patronage to that of the publics, 
each great author Imd his own coterie of patron* 
idhtirers, who had staked their taste on his merits, i^n «f. 
wre intorefted in vindicating their own jadgiueni, 
Thonumn, whose lease of fame bad scarcely lasted foitF i 
years, was rwthcr on his way up the hiU than alre|% oa 
tho top of it: the approbation of his friends required the' 
wmflnnaUon of the public, before hi could be rank** 
With safety among grjat authors; and though 
W a^t wit* and jud^ Imd, ere this, clWd " 
it mu.t not be concealed that 
bigb with th« loomed and diwv*^^ 
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w<^ to be fiuix} it»nj eminent for benuty, birtlt, »fiA 
the ladtfi, who nre usuaily lovcre of the beautifol 
'ao4 the tnitun|, took many copies; nor did bis oUiet 
fhiget )|im; Dodington put his tuuno down for a 
score of copies; ^he nephew of Newton took ten; Patrick 
‘Xindsey, ProriStt of Edinbargh (to the surprise of mayor* 
iAd provosts, ncith and south), took ten also; Burlington 
subscribed for five, *and so did Duncan Forbes; Pope 
himself took throe; and Lady Walpole, that she might 
be different, ijerhaps, froiA all^ther ladies, concluded the 
list by taking two. The subscribers, in number 387, 
paid for, ajid, perhaps, took, 154 copira. 

It did not escape remark, that, in this edition, Tborason’l 
promised essay on descriptive ]>oetry did not appear: no 
reason was assigned for the omission. A tra<iition exists, 
that as it had the look of a vindication of rural poetr)’, some 
of hi# friends tlioiigUt no such vindication was needed; 
and, aa it blan>cd the descent of the Muse of tho laud, 
ftom tho high place she occupied in the times of Spenser, 
,Shakespeare, and IDlton, they were not without fear 
^hftt sisch censure would be offensive to many. It was 


iiuinounccd, afterwards, for separate publication, when iU 
(mfluence on the quarto “Seasons” would not be felt; (j^t, 
i|i& never appeanid, some have surmised that it was never. 


^rtitten. It has been sought for in vain among the publicO' 
hhjp* of the day; per were any traces of it found amount 
peq^n. For such a task Tlietuson wa* well qualiff^; 

S of it n|ust be regarded a# a loss to liteiatons. 

inia " had not yet obtained the sbelte^ of l^ 
WJ 10 not, of course, ioduded in this 
^garded that poem aa a sort of party 
bfftomaon, fired by &itereourwx(ffw^j|Kife 
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independence with all a achokr’a h^rt, aaa requirea mFj- 
flKtiouB motive to more him to patriotic aong. 

While the finishing touch of the press and the poei 
was bestowing on “ The Seasons,” it became known thst 
Thomson had turned his thoughts on the draBoa; hov 
the bard, who bad sung of “ Winter and its geljd reign,^” 
with such loftiness and fervour, would succeed in a walk 
of song whore all was to be painted to the mind atfti 
made visible to the eye, and that ii a style of diction at 
once collotjuial aud lofty, changing and varying with the 
hues of thought aud the ijipulses^f incident, has been 
related by Johnson. “The tragedy of ‘Sophonisba,’ ” 
says he, “ raised sneh expectation, that every rehearsal 
was dignified with a splendid audience, collected to 
anticipate the delight that was preparing for the public. 

It was observed, however, tliat nobody was much affected,. ’ 
and that tlio company as from a moral lecture/’, 
Tlio coldness of the audieuet> seems not to have spread to 
the public; though it had on the stage, according to tho 
same authority, no unusual degree of success, yet it ran 
through four editions iu 17SO; even the faults of the 
per^oruiance Imd a share iu this. “ Aecidouts,” says one' 
ot bis bi^phers, “will opc'roto ui>ou the taste of pie*. 

There is a feeble lino in the play— 

^ 0, So^bonUbft t SopboDttbaj 0 !** 

3l»ia gate occasion to a waggish parody— 

' O, Jami* ThooMon ! Jamie Tbornwn, 0!” 
wUch, for a while, was echoed tbrougfi a city which IotA" 





Tl»e|tdry of IKo pUy he found in the pic(artiq;iil 
ps^ of lam “ JS dmmag her character (S^hoaiaJ)*) 
i hare," he me, “ confined tnyaelf to the truth of hlatbiy. 
It irere ao n^ont to the age to consider such a character 
out of |ature#e8pecially in a country which hsa produced 
to HHin|-grea^ examples of public spirit and heroic virtue, 
even in the %per sex.” The poet, as Cibber relates, in 
^ “Lives,” TOuld not but feel all the solicitude of M 
author the first night of acting hie play; and placing 
himself, unseen, as he imagined, in tho upper gallery, 
unconsciously repeated the parts aloug with the playera, 
and would sometimes say t<> himself, “ Now sudi a scene 
is to open,” by which he was soon discovered to be the 
author; a friendly whisper frightened him into silence. 
The play abounds with scenes of great beauty; the pathos 
of Thomson resides in situation rather than in sentiment. 

The golden shower, which was eijM-'cted to descend on 
the poet, no^Y began to fall; but it did not come in the 
shape of largo subscriptions from the public, or liberal 
prices from booksellers^ Through the influence of Dr. 
Bundle, whom Johnson calls “ a man afterwards unfortu> 
natejy famous ” (he was accused, it is said, of heresy), he 
was appointed tutor to Charles Talbot, tho eldest son of 
Kr Chiles Talbot, afterwards Lord Chancellor, and with 
whom—for he was grown up to roan’s estate—he i^ited, 
in 1731, the chief courts of Europe. Thomson came to 
.Jtiondon, it will be remembered, desiring improvenjWtj 
‘ improTement was now fiiicly in bis power. Ho was thirty 
j«rt> old; his ^ame was high; the society he mowed stt 
/yttf of the first drder; he was not borne down bj dch^ OiF 
by fear of poverty; and his learning enabled ^ 
made memorable V song or by ^ - ^ 

> ae)|timents which be has hunaailJi 
||*i,lpng beaj,’'„he 
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Tlie itoring one’s imagination with ideas, all 
iwautifut, all great, and all perfect NSture: these aw? the 
true maferia poelicHy tiie light and coloura with which 
i'uncy kitnllcs np her whole creation, points a sentiment, 
and even enilxslies an abstracted thought. I long to see 
the fields wliere \ ir^il gathered his immortal honey, and 
trend tlie snino ground where rain have thouglit and acted 
so gn'atly.” As Thomson pa.ssed through France, 8cene| 
for hitiire pisatis ro.so on In', fancy, a^d seemed to unite 
into a hrilliant lund.seapo before him, “ One, may profit,” 
he tuns, in the sume li Uer,more, wliile abroad, bv seeing 
Hmn l.y lieiiring, and ut tlilre are scarce any travellers 
wlio have given a l.uul.n-apc of the countries through 
whieli Hiey h.a\e travelled, with, as you ovprc.ss it,'the 
MnVs evt'. It seems to me tlmt such a poetical land- 
-^•apeof imtions, mivedwith monil observations’on the 
coimlrics.and Ihopropl,-, w.iuhl ,u,t bean ill-judgcdundcr- 
U'lhmg. ih.t, then, tim deseriptioii of the diliemit aspect 
of nature in dillcrent countries must he pnrtieularly marked 
atid ehameteristic -the portrnit-imintiiig of nature ” 

This w.as written in Oetober, 17:U. ' .V month after- 
wards we Imd the at itonie. “ Om^ may imaglntiUne 
thmgs in reading ancient authors," he w rites to Uodington: 

W'tiqAo statues, wlu ro sevend of the fair ideas of (Ircece 
m^fivual tor eve, ,,, .nar^,, pointings of the first 

mask rs, an,, m.l.s-d, most enchanting ohjeets. Uow little 
how^wer o. (hose suffiva.^! how nncs.sential to litV-” (S 
te "‘’Purifyingteste, and i^ipartiug beaute 

.rta,„Uu,8 M ftTiouSy, it , 
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►of tke money i^nt^bat way, <»end persona of genius ift 
arehitwture, painting, and seulpturo, to Htudy those aria 
abroad, and iiajKirt them into England, Did they but 
OQcctakc root, bow they migiit flourish in suoli agtwrous 
and weaitby country! ^ The Nature of (he great painter, 
architect and itatuar)’ is the aaine tlie e\ei' w;ia; uiid i.s, 
no doubt, as jprofuse of beauty, proportion, lovely fornia, 
bad rt'al genius, as formerly she was to the sunny rtalms 
of Greece, did we l?ut study the one and eiert (hi“ other. 
In Eiigltiud wo cannot reach tl>o gracefully «u]ierrtuons; 
yet I hope w' shall Sever low the suh.slanfial, necessary, 
and vital arts of life, such as depend on labour, liberty, 
and all-oonunnnding trade.” 

On Liberty, ns a lit theme for (he .Musi', he turned his 
mind. The “moral landseape and porli-ait-p.iinting of 
natiin',’’which his (our in I'rance, S\\i(/,erlauil, and Daly 
suggested, he laid asidi', and sung the eharnis of indepen¬ 
dence, in n strain which (lie elegant ll.attery of Aaron Kill 
prononnciil eipial tii “ The >Sensoiis.” The idea of this 
piiem wa.s caught from the enthnsiaHm ofhi.s young friend, 
Talbot, who pmfessetl the most ])as.sionate admiration of 
Liboiky, and lo\od to comment on the airy clmrtna of that 
allegorienl abstraction, .as he would on a timder inistrt'ss in 
tbebbxim of youth and beauty. Intuthi.s eom)M)si(ion the 
poet poured all his knowledge, and embellihlied it wit\> all 
the allusions and imagery which his learning could sufmly. 
To trace Liberty through the various nations of the enrtn—• 
to tell how she inspired the poetic sculptnro of the Orceke, 
the stern heroian^of the Homans, the all but divine paint- 
jflg of^he graceful Italians, and the sublime poetry of tbo 
’B^lish—wa# Ids aim; and withoionBidendjle wamtb «pd 
of thought he has pursued it. “ But'iib^y'," 
my* c^ns«o, “called ia vain upon her votaneirto tfw 
Inward her enooroi**t r her 
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This poom, on which Thomson had laid out all luf 
8KiU, was not published till after his return to England, 
and when lie had lost his accomplished friend, Charles 
Talbot, who died in tho twenty-fourth year of his age. 
Into the coinnienceineiit of his song of praise be introduced 
a very tender lament for his companion, which ig said to 
have moved his father, now Lord CliancelHir, to bestow 
■on Thomson the sinecure situation of Secretary of Brie^ 
in the ('ourt ul Clianeery. This enaBled him to propose 
to til a deed ni' justice to l^is bookseller; namely, to repay 
the toss wlucli it seems ho had suflefed by jwiblisbing an 
unsuccessful work. Against this his friend Anrou Hill— 

1 know Hot with wliat success--rt'nioiistrated, as a too 
graceful action, which was likely to be remembered, and 
tliiis render tlic national infamy of neglecting this sublime 
]>oem l.istiiig. \Vc are not informed what Andrew Millar 
thought of this reliiu'd reasoning. 

'I'lioinson was now in easy circumstances, and indulged 
Ininsolf with country scenes and airy lodgings, and the 
dear eompatiioiiHlii|i of books and of learned men. He 
tiioiight, too, on those who had a claim on his remom- 
braaee; and though he never loved the driulgiyy of 
punctual eorresismdence, he broke, fur a time at least, tite- 
«i)elUf silence, of wliieh some of liis friends accused him, 
and wrote to bis n lations in the north, and to bis admirera 
in the south. On bis sisters, Jean and Elizalietb, who 
by The advice of relations, bad opened a inillinerB shop in 
^inbnrgli, ha settled sixteen pounds annually, and made 
It payable by the half-year. Ilia thoughts, tem, in this 
season of success, wondered to the vouug lady of GooHo, 
hill-the Amanda of many a poetic si rain-vvlm Hv^ with 
^ mo^er on the banks of the Xitb. How he becaaw 

^ told; but It u said that Miss EliAheth 

for that was W name--KlM not acorn hi. 
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lAven lnr«d on la lae^op toat Fortune would relcn^ and 
ettaUe them to Inarry. Her charms found their way into 
his verse, as welt as his heart; and it is said that he owes to 
their influence 'some of his loveliest inia^'t's of beauty. 
With her he l^vcd to^wander, in imagination at least, 
through t^ie fin^ scenes which Tbames-sidt.' allonis, and 
illow hor to eftoose the walk; for when with iier, all was 
Uhftutiful, and all was sweet. His finest romeinl)mnce of 
iierifrin one of his songs, where he complains that Fortune 
iras unkind; deUglited in keeping mutual and alfi'clionate 
learts asunder, and in joining Jhe gentle t(» the rude, Tho 
young lady, though of a good family, had little wealth; 
the pockets of tlie poet continued in n poetical condition; 
find, after railing at Forlime in set tt'rms for several 
summers, Ainantl.t gave hor hand to Admiral Cnmphell. 

From dreaiiiB of love and wedlock, Thomson got a rude 
wakening. His patron, Chancellor Tnlhot, whoso health 
bad declined since the death of his eldest son, fell sick, 
and died; and the poet, from grief, or indolence, or pride 
—for to each his conduct has b<‘en, in tiiniB, imputed— 
Tefraiiicd from solicit Ing the succeeding (.'hancellor for the 
continaance of his sinecure, l^ord Hai’dwicko, it would 
aWm, was no great lover of the Aluse; hut it is said, by 
those who desire to defend him, tliat he kept the appojpt- 
meut open for some time, ex[>ecting on application for its 
renewal; hut weary of waiting, or ruffled by the poet’s 
silence, bestowed the situation on another, and reduced one 
ffliom it should have been his wish, as it was his dutj^ to 
Wnend, from easj»f ompetence to abject dependence. For 
Wtot of^ttending to his own interest, many blamed Thom -, 
’ig^; but more j)lamed the liardness of heart of Hardgii^ 
must go to posterity clouded by thW 0 ^, 
proud, and with full feith 

thoughts <« poetTTililddli^i:^ 
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Mildom out of bU mind; nor did be, ^ongh the pnblio had 
looked cold on “ Sophonisba,” hesitate to try bis fbrtunb 
in * drama again. While in Italy, his mind was for a time 
turned on the heroie story of Tinioleon; but he now saw, in 
fancy, a subject fitter for the stage, if not more toAis mind,' 
in that of Agamemnon. The more timid of Thomson’s 
friends w ere alarmed, when they heard thalfhc was writing 
a trsgeily, in which an adulteress, who murders her hnf- 
band, must riece.ssarily be a prominent actor. “However, 
if ho will be advised,'’ —thus writes his friend, Dr. 
Itundle, "it shall not be (^shocking, though it cannot be 
a i\oble story. He will enrich it with a profusion of witty 
amitiments and high poetry; but it will be written in a 
rough, harsh st We, in numbers great, but c.are]ess. He 
wants that neatiie.ss and .simplicity of diction which is so 
nut.intl in dialogue. He cannot throw the light of an ele- 
gant case on Ins thoughts which will make the sublimest 
parts appear the gcuu.ne unpremeditated dictates of tbe 
heart ol the simaker.” The great charm of this drama 
mrnles with tl>e hen.ie prince.ss and prophetess Cassandra: 
but the public seldom sj mpathizes w ith the scenes of misty 
tod rennote story; and wlien it was acted, in the year 

•tryid. tlmt the heart was unmoved. " It had the fate 
«ya Johnson, "which most commonly attends myth^ 
Iwtcal g ones, and was only endured, not favoured^ It 
.^ggled with sueh difficulty through the first night'tha^ 
'rh^mson, timing late to his friends^ ith whom ht was to 
top, oieuaed his delay by telling thepi tlmt the sweat ^ 
h»s distress liad so disordered his witr tlmt n u ^ 

tfaMtm h* . I Welcomes to 

W-ta. bj . g^ml cUp.” 



ttfo, irhic^ the wants, and, perhaps, sotanett 

the mind of the poet* for the whole nation is a surer and 
saf^ tribunal thhn a packed jury of Londoners. 

It was about’this time, most of his biographers say, 
that Thijrnson liras arrested for debt, and carried to a 
spungingjhouBe.f Quin, the actor, on hearing of this, 
waited on hiiri? and said, in his eccentric way, “ 1 am come 
fc^Bup with you; but, as this seems not much of a place , 
for good cooking, :^u must excuse my having ordered 
supper from a neighbouring tavern." The supper, to 
which was added a plAtiful supply of claret, was discussed 
in due time; and wlien the nfght was wearing late, Mr. 
Thomson,” said the actor, “ let us square our accounts." 
The poet stared, for he knew not how there could be any 
money matters between them. Tlie other continued: 
“Sir, you seem not to know that 1 am your debtor! 
When I re.ad ‘The Seasons’ I was so dclighli'd, tliat I 
put the poet down in my will for a hundred iwunds; and 
you must allow me to pay it with my own hand. So 
saying, and before the other could refuse or accept this 
mark of generosity, Quin placed a bank-note for a huudreil 
’ pouni^ on the table, and went olf, nor waited a reply. 
This is a story in keeping with the character of Quin, 
and with the state of Thomson’s affairs; but were I asked 
for a proof of its truth, I know not where it could be 
found. Johnson relates it briedy, and culls it a report; 
but the report seems not, to have reofebed latrick 
Murdoch, the iw^t’s first biographer, for ho is silcny b« 
that as it may, a^gtrong frieudship grew'up late ui life 
between the actor and the poet, 

: Igor wsM '5boni»oa allowed t« reUpse into mdigenoe 
ibis unlooked-for relief. The Prince of ^ 

contending with the court fo** 
*[ ^ifjrj through tlie influence of Lyt^JoCictW 
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general patron of genius. “To hhn,” says Johtttofti 
“ Thomioa was introduced, and being gaily interrogate 
aboat the state of his affairs, said ‘ that they were’ in ft 
more poetical posture than formerly,’ and had a pension 
allowed him of one hundred pounds a year.” ,TbiB act 
of generosity enabled the poet to continue hi^ kindness 
to his sisters; to resume his usual cheerfulness; and lire 
in his own simple, but genial and elegant way; for^ft) 
had a taste for the beautiful in domestic matters, and 
loved to see the friends whom his fame and worth had 
attracted, at times, at his table. 

Thomson, not dispirited by tbe cold reception of 
" Agamemnmi,” whieli he imputed to want of public 
sympathy with lierocs of tlic remote ages, now chose a 
subject dear, at least, to the English, if not to the Scottisb 
iieart, and closer to our ow ii times than the days of Homer; 
this w'as“Edward and Eleonora;” a drama which de¬ 
lineated untioual manners, and painted w ith truth and 
beauty one of the most eminent of the kings of England, 
and the most affectionate and heroic of her (lueons. He 
offered it to tlie stage in tlio year 17.30; but about the 
same time tlio act for licensing plays was passed, ^-hicb, 
while it gave power to rapress wliat wiia indelicate or 
immoral, gavd power also over the freedom of the stage in 
mafters of a jmlitical complexion. It is hard now to con- 
jocturc what offence either the sentiments or characters in 
tMs drama could give e\on to the most timid or the ipost 
jealous. Perhaps a fear arose that the audience might see); 
in ttie domestic tenderness of the Plaijtagenet King and 
Queen, on ironical allusion to tlio tiehaviour o{ tlieir 
Hanoverian successorsi “or the ministry^stUJ wre,”'M 
•Murdqfh says, “from certain pasquinades, which had 
lately produced the Stage Act, and as little eati^ 
parts of the Prince’s political conduft n he 
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Bunag^eQt of tb« public affnira, vould not Hi^ tlit' 
BB^rwentatiOT of a piece written under bis eye, and, they 
might probaWy think, by hU commaud. ’ The licence w«* 
refuted, whatever waa the cause; but the true reason ii, 
perhaps^assi^ed in a pun of the day; for London waa 
then, aa uov^, o city of punsters. “Tliomson," said a 
minitrterial Mpit, “has taken a librrfy wliieh was not 
agreeable to Britannia in any teaton." The public 
murmured at the linkiiid tn'atinent of the poet, and 
remembered it when he sought to repair his loss by a 
subscription. Of tlu.<^ustice and tender mercy which the 
government of that day desfi^d to extend to the author 
of “The Seasons,” the foll()\\ing example may suffice. 
Paterson, the friend and nmaiiuenNls of Thomson, pro* 
sented n tragic drama of his own comjioHitioii to the stage; 

• but no sooner did the liecnctT oInitvc that it was in the 
handwriting in whieh,h<' liad seen “ EJ« anl and Eleouora,” 

. than he cried out, without further cx.aiiimntion, “ Away 
with it!” and the author’s proliis weia* rodiiced to wliat 
9. ' ” ' { allbrd for a tragedy in distress. 

-"“llo was joined by Jrallet in a dramatic composition, 
called,“The ilaf-que of Allred,” which was performod, 
with tho applause wliicli is st'Idom withlndd from private 
theatricals, at Cliefden Hoii.se, in the year VIW. Por 
full four years the jioet now continued silent. Frt>m*tlio 
sale of his works ho derived a small proKt, which, with 
Ilia pension, enabled him to retire to what he called bis 
favourite side of the Thames; where, in the days when 
hope was high, Igj had walked with his Amonda; and, 
■latsing a house in Kcw-Iane, he stored it with books, and ^ 
^then^vings from the finest pictures, of which ho w*».' 
ftgOod judge. But, though silent, he was not idlo^ for, ftt' 
year of commotion—he produced on tlsa 

iig^unda,” a drama full of rnsaaid^i^^ . 
of which he 
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Bias. “ It may be doubted,” say* Johnson, “ whether he, 
was, either by the bent of nature or fabits of study, much 
qualified for tragedy. It does not appear that he had 
jnuch sense of the pathetic; and bis diffusive and descrip¬ 
tive stylo produced declamation rather than djalogue.” 
On this piece was bestowed the approbation withheld 
from the “Agamemnon:” it drew, for *any a night, 
crowded houses: but to the acting of Garrick and Mph 
Cibber, thepoet imputed much of its fticccss. He printed 
the play, and dedicated it to tho Prince of Wales, 
Lyttelton came into power white Thomgon was com¬ 
posing “ Tancred and Sigisiiflindaand Iiis first thoughts 
were about the poet, for whose w'orth, as a man and a 
genius, lie seems to have had a respect much unlike that 
of Lord Ilardwicke. They had lived in friendly corre¬ 
spondence for years; and the poet had shared in the 
classic society and entertainments,of llagley, the far- 
famed sent of the Lytteltons, in the county of Worcester. 
An answer, returned by Thomson to the first of hi* 
friend’s invitations, contains much of both; it was written 


in July, 1710. “ llagley is tho place in England I most 
desire to sec: I imagine it to be greatly delightful in 
itsell; and I know it to be so, to the highest degree, by 
the company it is animated with. Some reasons prevent 
mo %-aiting upon you immediately; but if you will be so 
good as let me know how long you design to stay in the 
coftntry, nothing shall liindcr me from passing three weedt* 


or a month with you, btffore you leave it. As this will 
fall ?u autumn, 1 shall like it the betto, for I think that 
season of tho year the most pleasing ana the most poetical. 
The spirits are not thpn disBi|)ated with the ^ety of 
»pringi#nd the glaring light of summer, !)ut compos^- 
into a serious and tempered joy. The year iVi^jerfecf { 
in ^0 meantime I will go on with •orreo^^ 
fieMooa,* and 1 hc^ to cany down moro 
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Slliiil'witb tte, Th| Maces, whom you obligingly wy i 
Wb bring..illoTig with me, I shall find with you—th* 
Muses of tee greiit and simple country; not the little, 
fine-lady Mhses of Kichmond Hill. I have lived so long 
in the neise, or, at least, the distant din of the town, that 
I begin to fiirget what retirement is; with you 1 shall 
enjoy it in its highest elegance and pun'st simplicity, 
5he wind will not only bo soothed into peace, but 
enlivened into hannony. My compliments attend all at 
Hagley, and parlieultu’ly her who gives it cliarms to you 
it never bud^efore.’^ We are prepared by the friendly, 
yet deferential tom; of this letter, and more by the 
generous character of lo ttelton, for the appointment 
whioli soon followed, of S\irveyor (Jeneral of tlie Leeward 
Islands, an oflloe Thomson was allowed to perform by his 
deputy, Paterson, and winch brought him clear three 
hundred pounds yearly. 

The poet was now enabled to live in what, ns a single 
man, witli moderate wants, he considered nllluenee; it is 
true that tlie I’rincc of Wales, in a pet with Lyttelton, 
shabbily withdrew, in 1718, his pension of a hundred 
ft yesr from Tliomson; but this the character of the 
Prince had prejiared him for; and the increasing sale of 
“The Se.isons” almost supplied the deficiency, lie 
spent much of his leisuro iu the country; visiU.>d, ^wice 
ftt least, the Leasowes, and Shenstouc has recorded the 
drcurostanco, in a Latin inscription, in the grove dedi- 
cfttcd to Virgil; but the place which he loved most ^ms 
to have been Hijgley, to which a feeling of gratitude, 
fts we'i as an interchange of mind and taste with the‘ 
nojhl©proprietor, attached him. From llaglcy, in Oetftbw* 
1747, be thus writes to his sister Jean, jn Tianftrit • 

the truest heartfelt satisfaction to hear ydaluWr. 
tosband, and are in easy, eo)it9nt«&^a&* - 
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cumstancoi; out were tnej oinerw^, wai woul4. 
awakeo and heighten roy tenderness towards, you. Air 
ow good and tender-hearted parents did not live 
receive any material teatiinonies of that highest human 
gratitude I owed them, than which nothing cbjild have 
pven me equal pleasure, the only return I ^an make 
them now', is by kindness to those they lef?behind them. 

I esteem you for your sensible and disinterested advise 
to Mr. Bell [married to the poet’s sTbter Elizabeth, who 
died young], as you will see by my letter to him'. As I 
entirely approve of his marrying again, yoi* may readily 
ask me wliy 1 do not mar?y at all. My circumstances 
have hitherto been so variable and uncertain in this 
fluctuating world, ns, indee<l, to keep me from engaging 
in such a state; and now', though they uro more settled, 
and, of late—winch yon w ill be glad to licar—considerably 
improved, I begin to think myself too far advanced in life 
for such youthful undertakings, not to mention some other 
petty reasons that are apt to startle the delicacy of difficult 
old bachelors. I am, howcvtjr, not a little suspicious that, 
was I to pay a visit to Scotland, which I have some- 
thoughts of doing soon, 1 might possibly be tempted to 
think of a thing not easily repaired if done amiss. I have 
always been of opinion that none make better wives than 
the fiidies of Scotland.” 

In liis more youthful days, Thomson had allowed hia 
fatfty to imagine a scene of what Johnson calls “lazy 
luxury,” and peopled it with friends, each half dissolved 
in a dream of idleness, in the midst ^ which the poet 
appeared in character, the idlest of all. This poem^fttto 
laid aside, and as often rasumod—he now to(jk up, and,^ ifl 
a bappy^mood of invention, turned it into an allejgory, lA 
the ^tylo and stanza of Spenser, and called it 
(kt Indolnnce,” of which he made the god €if 
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it bnjde •tw*tn», whose murmurB inclined" 
ilumber; and amidst proves, the shadow of whose 
boughs promoted sleep. “ Now that 1 am prating of my. 
self,” he writes to his friend Paterson, in April, 1748, 
‘‘know t^et, after fourteen or fifteen years, ‘ Tlie Oastlo of 
Indolence’ comes abromi in a fortnight; you have an 
apartment in it, as a night pensioner; wliioli, you may 
remember, I fitted up for you during our deliglilful party 
at ^orth-End; will*ever those days ndum agivin ?" In 
another part of the same letter, among the last the jwt 
wrote, he liftathe veiPfrom his studies a liltle. He had 
composed a drama on the Roman Coriolunus ; more, true 
to the dignity ol that gn'at soldier, ihougli less true to bis 
passion and wrath, than tliat of Shakespcaire: but a (piarre! 
between Garrick and (Juiu luul, it seems, kept it from 
representation. “ t'oriolaiius,” bo sa\s, “has not yet 
appeared on the stage, from the liltle dirty jealousy of 
Tullus (Garrick) towards him (Qiiiii), who alone can act 
Coriolanus. Indeed, the first has entirely joslled the last 
off the stage, for this sea-son, like a giant in his wrath.” 

Thomson saw' “'I'he Castle of Indolence” published, 
but hc^’as not permiltcd to si'C “Coriolanus” acted. “ lie 
had always been a timorous horseman,” says Murdoch, 
“and more so on a road where giddy or unskilful riders 
are continually passing; so that when the weather did not 
invite him to go by water, bo woidd commonly walk the 
distance between London and Kichmond, with any at;- 
quaintanec that ofi’eis'd; with whom ho might chatjnd 
iest himself, or, pii^haps, dine by tho way. One summer 
evening,./being alone in bis walk from town to llainmor- 
SQUtb, he had (ver-heated himself f and, in that condition, 
imprudeujjj^ took a boat to carry him to Kow; apprghend. 

11^ conseriuences from tho chill air on the river, 
walk ttPhis house, at tho upper end of Ketr-dane, 
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had alway* hitherto prevented. Byt now the cold hadlo 
seized him, that neit day he found himself in a high fever, 
so much the more to be dreaded that he was of a full habit. 
This, however, by the use of proper medicines, was re¬ 
moved, so that he was thought to be out of danger, till the 
fine weather having tempted him to expose hipiself once 
more to the e\ cuing dews, his fever rcturm^l with violence, 
and with such symptoms as left no hopes of a cure. TjB'O 
days hud p.assed iK'fore his ndnpse w3s known iu town; at 
hist, Mr. Mitchell and Mr.lieid, with Dr. Armstrong,being 
informed of it, posted out at inidrftght to bis assistance; 
but, alas! came only to endure a sight., of all others, the 
most shocking to nature, the last agonies of their beloved 
friend.” Ho died at I’oiir o’clock on the morning of 
Hatnrday, the 27th day of August, 1718 ; his death threw 
a cloud over a w ide circle of acquaintance and admirers, 
(’ollms, the [toot, an ndtnirer ami neighbour, on this for¬ 
sook Itielunond, to which he never more returned; he 
wrote fi lament for his death, as pathetic as it is elegant. 
“This blow,” writes Armstrong, “ makivs a liideous gap; 
and the loss of such an .‘igretaible friend tnrn.s some of the 
sweetest scenes in I'inglund into .something waste and 
desolate, at least for the lime. It will be so for a long 
time with me; fori (piestion if ever I shall bo able to see 
lliclimond again without sorrow and inortilicatioii.” “We 
have lost,’' says M urdoch, “ our old, t ried, amiable, open,and 
honest-hearted Thomson, whom we never parted from but 
un^villingly ; and never met, but with fresh trans[)ort: in 
whom wo tound ever the same delightful companion ; the 
game faithful depository of our inmost thouglitqj and the 
same 8en8ibto,8ympathizing advise-r.” Thqjo are the words 
of mqp who had hnowm the poet from his youth: they 
were written a few days after his death, and were Ifddressed 
to gentlemen who likewise knew' imd loibd preftr 
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ttfaem to til the woi^ which the colder lips of biography 
can utter nigh a century after the event, 
i He was bturieil in Richmond church, under a plain 
slab, without any inscription ; one was, long after, mldod 
bj the ^rl of Buchan. A nionuincut, from a design 
jby Adat^s, wia erooted to his inenKtr}', in We.ilminster 
Abbey, in 1T62, and paid by the profits of a ijnarto 
•ilition of his works, encnmlHTCd with Kent's inventions, 
as they,are called.* The design eonsists of a figure of 
Thomson, seated, leaning his arm on a pedestal, upon 
which is canjeda sc^ne from “The Seasons;’’ while at 
his feet lie a classic harp aifd a tragic mask : it is a dull 
and clumsy performance. The poet died in debt, wliieh 
the sale of his poems afterwards paid : his “ Coriolaiius” 
was brought upon the stage for the bmietit of his sisters; 
and is still memorable by the pathetic nianner in wliieh 
Quin recited tlie atlecting prologue written by the poet’s 
generous friend. Sir (Jeorge Lyttelton. 

Thomson was in stature above the middle sire; hand¬ 
some, it is saiil, in his youth ; with a face in which, when 
animated by conversation, were expressed all the emotions 
of hi%auul: so ho looked to Murdoch, when at college; 
and so he looked to Aikman, the painter, as he sat, when 
twenty-five years old, for the portrait which usually 
accompanies his “Heasons:’’ hut to dohiisoii, who Aiuld 
not have seen him before 173H, and probably not so soon, 
“he was of dull coiiuteiianee,and of a gross, uimnimaPcd, 
uninviting appearance ; silent in mingled company ^ and 
by bis friends .very tenderly and warmly beloved.” 
Ho bai^a slouehing way of sauntering, both on the road 
and in the figjd, with his hamls behind his back, bis bead 
ft little to one side; and when be confined his wajjt to hia 
own gA^cn, of the flowers and fruit-trees of which he 
lored lo watcl> tlie progress, be wore 
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placed on one side of the head, wK’ Jijs knees unbuttoned,# 
and his stockings loose. Inclining to corpulence from his 
youth, he became “more fat than bard bcsceins,” after be 
came to London; and his statue intimates—sad specimen 
of sculpture though it be—that Jolinson’s mcmqry of his 
looks was nearly correct. “ His worst appeoraijce,” says 
Murdoch, *• was when you saw him walkifig alone in a 
thoughtful mood; but let a friend accost liiin, and lie 
would instantly brighten up, his feafures no longer the 
same, and his eye darting a j>ee\iliar animation and tire.” 
His wit was ready, his wmsibility t^treme, *nd his looks 
always announced and half-expressed what he was about 
to say. Autumn wa.s, ns he says to liyttelton, his favourite 
time of the year for study; and midnight his favourite 
hour for composition. JIc would often be hearil walking 
backwards ami forwards in his library, liumming over, as 
he went, whut ho corrected and wrote out next day; antji 


when yet young, ho delighted to sit on the hills nighjlrfio 

sources of the Jed, ami watch the stars apjiearing en'e by 

OIK' in the sky, the clouds gathi'ring, and tltf' sudden 

storm sweep over the landscape. 

Thom.son is an original poet of the llrst'orderi and,' 

what is not always true of originality, oUe of tho most 

popular in our litemture; in loftiness of thought, and 

jKMtflcglow of language, few have reached him: the maro^^ 
■ ' -n 


of his Muse is in mid-air; slio rarely' alight.s; but ir' 

on,•continuous and sustained; and in this eons(nntl°'^ 

eleva¬ 


tion Jie resembles Spenser more than any other 
sweetness of fancy, in gentleness of soul^§ud UV ^**^''* ’ 
love of the beautiful ami g(X>d, thesamerestn, f ^ 
found. ‘aii8number8,bi*f)ause8,hi8die'^„ 


-s ui»/auoco. Ills , 

lion, he tbiuk. in a peenfe '““"P*''”’ ’*':'■»'* , 

' .. . iL-“ •'“> '>'> 

nooks round on udfUre and ofbHGie 
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the eje whicl^ nature beatows only on a poet— the 
^pl tha i^'^ir*’"ir**^'^“i hi eventhinj’ presented to it» 
view, whatoi'er tliere is on wliicli iina"inatiun ean delight 
to be detained, and wit!) a mind tliat ut once coniprehenda 
the vaat^aud attends to tlio minute." This is as (rue as 
it is eloquent. Tliougli a gcholar, and familiar with all 
the resources^if ancient Ion', he rarely allowed leaniing 
get the better of nature; he preterred, he said, lluding i 
his poetry in the grt'at volume which Heaven had ojH'ncd 
in earth, and air, and sky, to seeking it, with tile eyes of 
others, in t^e page# of a book; and confessed Hint lie 
found it more laborious to Imitate the beanlics of his 
brethren in song, tliaji to ai'c them in nature, and draw 
them for himself. His lieart was full of the true spirit 
of jxietry, and his speech was song ; his verse is now and 
then eoloured, as one llower is by the neighbourhood of 
another, with the line of classic thought; but ho saw all 
by the charmed light of his own im.ngiiiatioii. ami purified 
his taste rat her by contemplating the sublime bculpturesof 
Greece, and the .scrijilural pictun's of Italy, than by the 
numbers of Honu r, or the graces of S’irgil. 

Tilt;origin of his “Seasons" has been sought for, Imt 
not found, in the vast body of ancient and modern verst*. 
Other piH'ts have loved the shade of the groves; the 
odour of the flowers; the song of the birds ; the metody 
of streams; the fragrance of fruit-trees and gri'cii fields; 
the warnitli of tlie sun; and the splendour of the moon 
and stare; but no poet, save the iiispiird one who vyote 
the eighth Psalm.alteiiipted, like Tlionison, to raise the 
benutiesy of nature out of the low regions of sensual 
delight, and t\jAke them objects wif moral grandeur and 
spiritual contemplation. Thomson perceived orde% unity, 
tad 'higfi meaning in the loveliest as well as the Iqftietit 
loved to observe the connexion of the amt&ate>. 
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with the inanimate; the speechless^with the eloquent; 
and all with Ood: he saw testimony of heavenly intelli- 
frenco in the swelling sea, the dropping cloud, and the 
rolling thunder; in earthquake and eclipse; as well as in 
the presence of Spring on the fields, ot SummCT on the 
flowers, of Autumn in her golden harvest, and of W'uter 
in her frosty breath and her purifying tempests. 

As the vS^’iisons are in nature, so he sang them, and 
their [»roper order: “his descriptirftis,” says Johnson, 

“ of extended scenes, bring before us the whole magnifi¬ 
cence of nature, whether plcositig (#drcadftj : the gaiety 
of Spring, the splendour of Summer, the tranquillity of 
Autumn, aud the horror of Winter, take, in their turns, 
possession of the mind. The grt'at defect of ‘ The Seasons ’ 
is want of method; but for this I know not if there was 
any remedy : of many appoaruncos subsisting at once, no 
rule can be gi\<‘n why one sliould be mentioned before 
auotlier; yet the memory wants the help of order.” 
Tlie poet seems not to have erred as the critic imagines: 
lio lias truly observed the great order of tbo Seasons, and 
followed the foolstt'ps of nature, without ascribing to one 
period of the your what belongs to unotber; while ^le has 
regarded storms and tempests, earthipiakes and plagues, as 
common to all seasotis, and employed them accordingly, 
llitf language has been called, by high authorities, swelling 
and realuiKlant; but Thomson, with other great poets, 
hi^d th.at a eert.'iin pomp and measured march of words 
waa necessary to elevate verso which sung of the bumble 
toils of the sbepluTil, the husbandman, qud the mechanic; 
and though Campbell prefers the idiomatic sinmlicity of 
Oowpi^r, and Coleridge ins chjxstity of dic^on, to the un¬ 
varied gomp of Thomson, yet both confess their preference 
of the latter, as a lolly and born poet. I belfcve tbi* 
conclusion will bo that <>f #11 who can feal the power^tkei 
^Iqw,. »nd the. upward flame^^e spmt of hia 
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iUe progress of gisn’s life has been often compared to 
tluit of the year; and Thomson, it is likely, n-^rnh'd this 
subject in that light, when, at the hnj^py suggestion of 
Mallet, he rpsolved to unite the four “ St asons ” into one 
continu«UBpoem; making“lioary Winter” the eonelusion, 
and infaiit fijiring the eoinmem'emeut. (hi .Spring he 
therefore oalls; she desemids, amid moi.'ture li-om above, 
«ud musie from below; and as slio oomeH,AVinler w itlidraws 
his snowfrom the hill, and bis winds from the leafless woods, 
and leaves with reluctanee the scene to his snecessor. 

“ Tlii'nwo more 

Tlie enjwn^lvo ntmosjOiire is crauip'd with I'tiKl; 

But, full of life nnd vivifviug soul, 

l.ifts the light .'loud!* fubliiiio, and spreada them thin, 

Fleccj, and white, o'er till MUrrouiiding heaven. 

“Fortli flv the tepid airs; and iiiieoiifloed, 

Unbinding earth, the moving “oftneri rlraya. 

JnjoU'*, the im|)u1ieiit husbandiinm jHTeeive* 

Relenting nature, and his lusl v slis rs 

UnvoB from tlnar stalls to uliero the well-used plough 

Lies in the fiiirviw, haiseii'd from the frost. 

There, unrtfusiiig, to the hanicaa’d vole 
TJiey lend tlieir slioulder, apd Ls'gm tlieir (oil, 

Cheer'd by the ounple song and soaring Lirk. 

Meanwhile ineuml«-nt o’er the shining share 
The master leans, removes the obatnirting eliw, 

Wuids tho whole work, and sidelong lays the gh-lx’.” 

The fanner then commits his seed-cora to tlie furrow; 
the harrow follows, and shuts the scene; ninl the .poet 
calls on lenient ai^s and gentle warmth to bring their aid 
to the l^boars of man. 

“From moist meadow to (bo wither'd hill, 

Le^ by tbo bree«, Uie Titid verdure runs, 

Asd swells, aod deepens, to the oberish'd eye. 
hawthorn whitens, and the jukry groves 
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Put forth their buds, unfolding by degip^, 

Till the whole leafy forest stands display’d, 

In full luxurianec, to the sighing gales; 

Where the deer rustle through the twining brate, 
And the bird/i sing conceal'd. At once array’d 
In all the colours of the dashing year, 

By Nature’s swift and secret-working liand, 

The garden glows, and flUs the bbcral air 
With larish fragrance; while the promised fruit 
Lies yet a little embryo, unperceived, 

Within its crimson folds." 


Rain is now required to»help the quickening fruits, 
and the poet paitits, witli singular beauty, the birds in 
the wood, tho cattle on tbo hill, and the thirsty fields 
themselves, desiring the fall of the now-gathering shower. 

“E’en mountains, vales, 

And forests scorn im|)atient to demand 
Tho promised sweetness. Man superior walks 
Amid the glad creation, musing praise, 

And looking lively gratitude. At lust, 

'riio clouds consign llioir trensun's to tho fields; 

And, softly shaking on the dimpled iHiol 
Prelusive dnips, let all their moisture How 
In large effusion o’er the freshen’d world. 

The stealing sliower is scarce to patter In-ard, 

Tty such as wander through the forest-walks, 

Beneatli tho umbmgeoiis miiltitudo of leaves. 

But who can bold tho thsdo, while Heaven descends 
In universal bounty, shedding herbs, 
j^nl fruits, and llowcrs on Native’s ample lapP 
Swift Fancy fired anticipates their growth ^ 

And, while tlw milky nutriment distib, 

Beholds tlie kindling country colour round.” 

AailiWtho growing freshncpa and increasing beauty of 
the land, tho poet walks to select a scene, the loveQejlt het v 
dui find, on which to lay out the choicpa^ieoloun pf 
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Mu*#; he feels, as he gazes, how difiScuJt it is to limn in 
words the varying splendour of the Spring, and eiclaiuii— 

"But who c»D p»int 
like Naturaf Can Iiiiaginaiion bcuut, 

Iniiilit iu gij cTOdion, huti like her* f 
Or can,it mil: them with that matelilow iliU, 

And loae tliAn in each other, a* appear* 
lu erery bud tliat blow*? If Fanev, Uien, 

Unequal fail* beiu-irfh the fdoatiiig (a>k, 

Ab! what ihall lauRuago do P ah I where find word* 

Tinged with ao raany^loura; and nhow power. 

To life appWjsehing, may perfume my lay* 

M ith that fine oil, lho*e aromatic gale*, 

Tlmt ineihauatiro flow continual round?” 

On this he calls his love Aniniidn to come, with her 
downcast eyes, and her looks of loveliness, to partake 
with him the deliglits of the season, hear the song of the 
birds, feel the fragranee of tlie herbs, yet undried from 
dew, and listen to tlie murmurs of the laden let'. 
Thomson was a close observer of A’ulure: she sat for 
every picture he dra\s8. 

Hero their deheiuus task tho fervent bees, 

Inlwarmiiig millions, tend; around, athwart. 

Through the soft air the busy nations fly, 

Cling to the bud, and witli iim-rted tubo 
Suck its pure c*«cncc, its ethereal soul; 

And oft, with bolder wing, they aoaring dare 
The purple lieatli, or where tho wild thyme gniws, 

And yellow load them with the lufcioua apod.” 

The sight of those thrifty labourers in which the 
domestic'toils of man are imaged, and tho provision 
which Nature Inakes in a aucco*ssiou of the sweetest 
flowers for his gratification, bring God, and His»good- 
l>«ls, to/he poet’s mind: his address to the Deity is of 
delietef and troth. 
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“Htill Source of Being! TJuirertabSoul 
Of Heaven and Earth! Esfential Presence, hull! 

To Thee I bend the knee; to Thee my thoughts, 

Continual, climb; who, with a master-hand. 

Hast the great whole into perfection touch’d. 

By Thee the rarioos vegetative tribes, 

Wrapt in a filmy net, and clad witli leoves. 

Draw the live ether, and imbibe the dew: 

By Thee disposed into congenial soils. 

Stands each attractive plant, and suck^ and swells 
The juicy tido; a twining mass of tubes. 

At Thy command the vernal sun a\\«kcs 
Tlio torpid sap, detruded t* the root 
By wintry winds, that now in fluent dance. 

And lively fermentation, mounting, spreads 
All this innumcrous-colour'd scene of things.” 

To tins fine Ilytnu tlic birds ndJ their songs, each 
according to its kind: tlic untaught harmony of Spring 
comes from the clear sky, the tree-top, and the blooming 
hawthorn; nor arc the songstens unseen by the poet, who 
knows the haunts of each ; he gives the bramble to the 
u ren, the half-long tree to the thrush, and the cloud to 
the lark: 

“Up-springs the lark, 

SlirilJ-Toicod, and loud, the messenger of morn : 

Ere yet tiie shadows (ly, he mounted sings 
Amid the dawning clouds, and from their liauiits 
Calls up the tunefid nations. Every copso 
Doep-tengled, tree irregular, and bush 
Bending with dewy moisture o'er the headi 
Of the coy ohorislew that lodge within,. 

Are prodigal of harmony.” 

Another Season is now at hand. If Winter, accord¬ 
ing t8 the poet, mingles, at first, so much Spring 
M to render it doubtful if the reign^of the dattep ^ 
pommeuced— 
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“»o that icwr* 

It* bittorn fatowt hia tint*, with bill ingulTd 
’o «h*ke the •ouiiding marali j or, from the ahore, 
bo plorent when to acatter o’er the heath, 
nd ling their wild notei to the lutening w**te—” 

•0 ntuat it b« difficult to say when Spring ceases, and 
Summer come>: but the figurative Thomson reads this at 
d^ice in the averted and blushing face of the virgin Spring, 
who modestly retires, and makes way for her ardent suc¬ 
cessor. Amid the landscape glow of this season there 
ore many pictures of individual loveliness which stand 
distinct and alone; that of the meniiug is as true as it 
is clear. 

“ With quioki'n’il 

Brown Night retires: young l>»_\ |wur* in apace. 

And o[)cn« all the lawny prosjxv’t wide. 

The dripping-roeV, tho inouutniiiV muty (op, 

Swell on (lie sight, and brighten witli the ilawn. 

Blue, tlirough the dusk, the smoking currentB shine , 

And from the blatled Held the fearful hare 
Limps, awkward; wliile along the forest-glade 
The wild-dior trip, and often luniiiig gaie 
At early pa-ssengcr. Music awakes 
The native voice of undisseinbled joy ; 

And thick around ttie woodland hymns arise. 

Boused by the cock, tlio soon-clad slicpherd leaves 
Hie mossy cottage, whore with peace he dwellsj 
And from the crowded fold, in order, drives 
His flock, to taste the verdure of the morn.” 

Nor is the poet less exact or lesa beautiful in deaenp- 
tion, wh«i the Ban’rises higher, the dews dry up, and the 
mists disperse, 

^oBie, from hia morning task, the twam retreat* j 
Bw^ock before him atepping to the hJd: 
the fidt^dder’d mother low* uoand 
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Th« cheerfal cottage, then expecting fooi, 

The food of innocence end health! the daw, 

The rook, and magpie, to the grey-grown oaka, 

That the cairn Tillage, in their Terdant arma 
Sheltering, embrace, direct their laxy flight; 

Wliere on the mingling bought they tit embower’d, 

All the hot noon, till cooler honra arise. 

Faint, underneath, the household fowls convene; 

And, in a comer of the buxiing thade. 

The house-dog, with the vacant greyhoilnd, lies, 

Outatretch’d and sleepy. In his slumbers one 
Attacks the nightly thief, and one eiplts 
O’er hill and dale; till, wakjn’d by the wasp, 

They starting snap. Nor shall the Muse disdain 

To let the little noisy summer-race 

Lire in her lay, and flutter through her song; 

Not mean, tliongh simple: to tho sun allied, 

From him thi-y draw their animating fire.” 

That the author had a fine taste and acctirate eye for 
painting, may be gathered from groupings and descriptions 
withoi.t end; for his “Seasons” are a great gallery of all 
manner of pictures,—scriptural, historical and domestic: 
ho is a niral and landscape painter of the noblest kind. 
His shcepshcaring was seen through no other eyes save 
his uwu. 

**Meantimo, their joyous task goes on apaco: 

Some mingling stir (he melted tar, and some, 

Beep on the new-ahora vagrant's heaving side, 

To stamp tho master’s cipher ready stand ; 

Others tlie unwilling wether drag along; 

And, glorying in his might, the sturdy 
Holds by the twisted hums tho indignant ram. 

Behold where bound, s«d of its robe bereft ^ 

By ncetly man, tliat all-depcnding lord. 

Hoi meek, how patient, tho mild creature lies! 

What softness in its melancholy face, 

What dumb oompkinlog innooeooe appoartT 
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Dot, ye gentlodribe*, ’tie not the Inifo 
Of horrid rlatighter that t* o’er you wati-il; 

No, ’tie tbo tender awaiii'a well-guiitrtl •hi'apt, 

Who, baring now, to pay lii* annual rare, 

Borrow'd your fleece, to you a cuinbroua loud, 

Will tend ybu bounding to your hill* dgnin." 

The sweet humanity with wliich this scene closes, is iit 
tite same sympitthizing mood with those lines which paint, 
first, tlie mariiter sfiipwrccked and alone on the hnrninf; 
coast of savage Africa, and tlie carat an ol' Afivca cituglit 
by the siinoofti in the sandy desi-rt: the close of tint latter 
is one of tbo most touching passages in poetry : 

“ Bis'atlicd hot 

From all the boundlcs* furnace of the sky, 

And the wide glittering waste of biiniing suiid, 

A sulfocating wind the pilgrim stniU’s 
With instant death. Fulicnl of thirst and toil, 

Son of the desert! e’en the bels, 

Shot through Ins wither'd heart, the Ihry lihist 
Or from the bhiik-red other, biirstmg hn^.id, 

Sallioa thu sullen whirlwind. Slniight th.' saiidH, 

Commoved around,an gathering eddies jilay : 

Nftirer and nearer still they darkening conio; 

Tid, with the general all-inrolvnig storm 
Swept up, the whole continuous wdds arise; 

And by flicir noon-diiy fount dejivted tlironn, 

Or sunk at night in wtd disastrous sleep, 

Beucath descending lulls, the caravan 

Is buried deep. In Cairo's crowdrsl streets 

The impatient merchant, wondering, waits in rain. 

And Mecca saddNis at the long delay." 

As fine, and from an unlooked-for aonree, is the account 
of the pestilence wliieh tifflicted the Hritiah expedition 
Against parthogena: the ear is called os a witoeM, And • 
, one it jJbves. 
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“You, gallant Vernon^sair 
The miaerable teene i you, pitying, aaw 
To infant weoknwa aunk tlie wtrrior’i arm) 

Saw the deep-racking pang, the ghaitly fonD, 

The lip pale-quifering, and the beamleta eye 
No more with ardour bright; you heard the groana 
Of agoniiing shipa, from shore to shore; 

Heart!, nightly plunged amid the sullen waresf 
The frequent corse." 

The coming of the Summer thunfler-storm ia painted 
by tlie same masterly hand—terrible at once, and soft. 
Hut tt t! must cliangc the scene, antf the season; for while 
Summer is retiring, amid*rain and fire, Autumn has 
already ii[)peared: with a inatron-like grace .she takes the 
vacant tlirone, and, “ crowned with the sickle and the 
wheaten sheaf,” hegina her reign. The air is calm, and 
the fielils are ri[)C: 

“ A serencr blue. 

With golden light enliven’d, wide invests 
The happy world. Attem|>er'd suns arise, 

Swivt-beam'd, and shedding oft through lucid clouds 
A plciihng calm ; whUe broad, and brown, below 
^extensive harvests hang the heavy head. 

Bieh, silent, deep, they stand ; for not a gale 
Kells its light billows o'er tlie bending plain: 

A (.aim of plenty! till the ruffled air 

from Its jKiisc, and gives the brceie to blow. 

Kent is the fleot 7 mantle of the sky; 

Tlie clouds fly dilfoivut; and the sudden sun 
By tits effulgent gilds the illumiued Held, 

And black by fits the shadows sweep along. 

A goily-ch. ckerod, heart-i'i]mnding vieWj, 

Far as the circling eyo can shoot around, 

Unbounded tossing ia % flood of corn.” 

Wh^e the sickle is moving, and the yellow com IMling, 
Oomroerco crowds the Thames with a grove of ma^^: Alt j 
3Q its htmks, makes the ‘^pillared domes” tibtsftlfo^ 
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giow with li%, ind Iho ata'tue seem to breathe and 
■often into flesh. The poet imputes tliia to the right cause: 

“All ii the gift of In<lu*try; wlmW’or 
Sxalt*, emb«llulie«, and reudors life 
Delightful. PeuBivo Winter cheer'd by hira 
Sit* tJt the social ftre, and liappy liean* 

■nie exAudo^ tempest idly rare along; 

Hi* harden’d fingers deck the gnuili Spring ; 

Without him Summer were an arid waste; 

Nor to the autumnal montha could thua transmit 
Those full, mature, immeasurable stores, 

That, warijjg round, Ifccall my wandering song.” 

But, amid this genial season, tlio south setnns lo grudge 
the happiness and plenty wliieh the season bestows on 
man, and collects her storms, and lets tlient loose on the 
earth: 

“Bed, from the hill*, innuinerahle stream* 

Tumultuous roar; and high above its banks ^ 

The river lift, before whose rnshiiig tide 
Uerda, flocks, and hnncfts, cottages .and sw.iins. 

Boll mingled down; all that the winds Im 1 sparcfl 
In one wild moment ruined ; the big hopt-e. 

And well-eam’d treasures of the painful year. 

Fl«l to sonic eminence, the husbandman 
Helpless beholds the niuserable nreelc 
Driving along ; his drowning ox at onco 
Descending, with his labours aeattcr’d round, 

Ho sees, and instant o’er hi* shivering thought 
Comet Winter iinprovidcil, and a tram 
Of clamant children dear. Yc master*, then, 

Be mindful of tho rough laborious hand 
That s^ks you *8ft in elegance and case.” 

When the rain ceases, and the sky elc-nrs, the poet send* 
to the fields the hunter and his noisy pack; but w^ile he 
«urfeQdt%s to him the healtliy but cruel sport* of thO 
chiie, be forbidJtthe gentle sex, 
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“ In (»p, and whip, and niaecul^ atlhrc," 

to roughen their fine sense; but, rather, 

“ To teach the lute to languish ; with smooth stop. 

Disclosing motion in its every charm, 

To swim along, and swell the maxy diinco ; 

To train the foliage o'er the snowy lawn ; 

To guide the pencil, turn the tuneful page. 

To lend now flavour to the fruitful year, 

And heighten future’s duinlics: in tlioir race 
To rear their graces into second life; 

To give society its highest taste; 

Well-ordentl homo man’s best delight to mate; 

And by subniissiie wisdom, modest slid], 

With every gentle e:m'-eludi?ig art, 

To raise the virlncs, animate the bliss. 

E’en olwrin the pains to something more tlian joy, 

And sweeten all the toils of human lib': 

This be (lie female dignity, and praise." 

To liimsolf tlio [)oct assigns a congenial task, which he 
psynts with llvo choicest colours, and iningleB with the 
sweetest humanities; 

“ In pensive guise, 

Oft let mo wander o’er the russet nn ad. 

And througli tlio sadden’d grove, where searoc is heard 
One djing strain, to cheer the woodman’s tod. 

Ilaply some widow’d songster jionrs his plaint, 

Ear, in faint wnrhlings, through the tawny copse ; 

JVhile congreg.atcil thrushes, linnets, larks, 

And each wild throat, whose artless strains so late 
Swell’d all the uiiisic of the swarming sliades, 

Robb’d of their tuneful souls, now shivering sit 
the dead tree, o dull despondent flock ; 

'rt’ith not a brightness waving o’er their plumes, 

And nought save chatteruig discord iii tlfcir note. 

D let not, aim’d from some inhuman eye, 

Che gun the miuic of the coming year 
ikwiroy j and harmless, unsuspecting harm, 
jay the weak tribes a niiserublo prey, 
n mingled murder, fluttering on the grouneW’ 
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* iPhim thi* tmwefcoroe scene Thomson turns to the 
sky, now gleSmiug with shooting stare, and veiled, at 
times, in that hazy lustre which deceives tlie sight, and 
makes Fancy see in the clouds shailowy squadrons, 
“aerial fjpears, and steeds of fire." Nor is earth with¬ 
out her t^rort. Will-o'wisp is let loose, witli his meteor 
lamp, and hofscs and riders perish. All these forbode 
the approaching change, and tells us that the sterner 
season is at hand. 

“ Sec, Winter come*, to rule the varied Ttwr, 

Sullen and«sad, With all hi* riting train ; 

Vapours, and cloudr, and itoian*. Bo I how luj tlioino, 

Theae! that exalt the soul to w)lomn thought, 

And heavenly musing. Welconio, kindred gloom*, 

Congi'iiial horrors, hail! with freijuent foot, 

Pleaned liavo I, in my ohoerful morn of life, 

Wlien nurged by ceivloi!* Solitude 1 lival. 

And sung of Nature with unix'seiiig joy, 

Pleasoil have I wnndcr'd through your rough domain ; 

Trod the jnire virgin-rnoivH, myself rw pure; 

Ilcnnl the wiiula roar, and tlic big tom-nt burnt; 

Or *ceii the ilwp-fi-rmcnting tcnipcot brow’d 
In tlie grim overling sky." 

Wilh this darkening of the landscape, a gloom 
oppresses liie world, disea.se comes, and the spirit of 
man da's in him : 

“The cattle droop; and o’er the furrow’d land, 

Fre»h from the plough, the dun discolour’d flooka, 

Untended uprending, crop llio wliolcaome rfiot. 

Along the woods, along the moorish fens. 

Sighs the sad gcgiius of the coming *tonn; 

And among the loose disjointed cHIlit, 

And fracturql mountains wild, thubrawling brook 
And cave, preaagefid, send a hollow moan, 

SeaaoBding long in listening Fancy's ear. 
l^eo Domes the fatbar of the tempest frath, 
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The birds^tire; the cattle from ^the untasted field*? 
return; while the cottage hind seeks his own fireside, 
and smiles, nor heeds the storm that fells and rattles on 
the roof. 

“At lut the roused-np riTer pours ilong ; 

Koiistleu, rcxtring, dreadful, down it comes. 

From the rude mountain, and the mossjf wild. 

Tumbling through rocks'abrupt, and sounding far; 

Then o’er the sanded Talley floating spr<#ids, 

Calm, sluggish, silent; till again, constrain’d 
Between two meeting hills, it bursts away, 

Where rocks and woods o'erbang the furbid strAm; 

ITiero gathering triple force, Apid, and deep, 

It bods, and wheels, and foams, and thunders through.” 

"When the storm abates, the winds grow chill, and snow 
succeeds, which whitens the hills and woods, and shuts 
out both beast and bird from their food in the Helds; 

“ Drooping, the labourer-ox 
Stands corer’d o’er with snow, and then demands 
The fruit of all his tod. The fowls of heuTcn, 

Tamed by the cruel season, crowd around 
Tlie winnowing store, and claim the little boon 
Which Providence assigns them. One alone, 

Tlie red-breast, sacred to the household gods, 

Wisely regardful of the embroiling sky, 

Iij joyless Holds and thorny thickets lenves 
His shivering mates, and pays to trusted man 
His annual visit. Half-afraid, he first 
Jkgainst the window beats; then, brisk, alights 
Olathe warm hearth; then, hopping o’er the floor, 

JByes all the smiling family askance, ^ 

And pecks, aud starts, and wonders where lie is; 

Till, more familiar grown, the table-crumbs 
Attract his slender feet." 

But tSe pMtoral solitudes, in whicb Thomsoii tnii 
red, if not born, told him that, in the s<te>n ofamovi:; 



un 01 JTlillM THOltlOV. 


tik 

Ibe fowl* of t|e air Irere not the sole sufferers; for that 
nan, in the oare of hie flocks, wsa often sinotherod in 
the drift, or chilled to death on the barren hille. This 
was eridently In his mind when he wrote of the peasant 
perishingiin the snow: it has all the marks of reality, 
and fonnsone^of the most moving pictun's of tlie season. 

“ How sink* hi* (oul! 

What black dcspaiiv what horror fill) hi) heart! 

When for tha dusky spot, which fancy feign'd 
Hia tufted cottage ri«ing through the fnow, 
lie meets tlte roughnes) of the middle wa»tp. 

Far from fho track and bleat afKxlc ol man! 

While round him night roisllcss close's fast, 

And every tempest, howling o’er his head, 

Reiiden the savago wilderness more wild. 

" Down he sinks 

Beneath tlie shelter o( the shajwless drift, 

Tliinking o’er all tlie biKeriioss of death. 

Mix'd with the tender anguish Nature shoots 
Through the wrung bosom of the dying man ; 

His wife, his children, and liis friend) unwsn. 

In vain for him the olllciou* wife prepare) 

The fire fair-blazmg, and the vestment warm i 
In fain his little children, peeping out 
Into tlio mingling storm, demand their sire. 

With tears of artless innocence. Alas! 

Nor wife, nor childrun, more shall ho bcliold, 

Nor friends, nor lacred home. On every nerve 
The deadly Winter seises; shuts up sonic j 
And, o’er hia inmost vitals creeping cold. 

Lay* him along the snows, a stilleu'd cone, 

Stretch’iJ out, anif bleaching in the northern blast," 

And here the ^oet, who never omits an opportunity of 
tefttlin^ a high moral lesson to mankind, remind* the 
16 affluent how many of their feilow^men ft 
nn Jeering all rarietie* of woe— want^ odd,- 
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and hunger—in the country field or id the humble hat,'whp 
have claims on their compassion or their justice. From 
reflections such as these he turns his thoughts—while 
seated by his own cheerful fire—on tlie sages of ancient 
times, who gave light and liberty to the humaq^mind: 

“There studious let me ait, 

And hold high oonrcnie witli tho might; Dead ; 

Sages of ancient tin.e, as gods rcrercd^ 

As gods heneficent, who bless’d mankind 
With arts and arms, and humanized a world. 

Boused at the inspiring thought, I throw asidj 
The long-livc<l Tolutno; ariH, decp-miHing, hail 
Tile sacred shades, that slowlj-risuig [w.-s 
Before in; wondering cys.” 


While occupied in these meditations, Ids thoughts 
naturally wander to his own hnj)py isle, and tho joys 
wide!) tho winter-time brings to its people: but while he 
compares their condition witli that of the savage dwellers 
hy tho icy Oby, lu; is made sensible of a change: the air 
becomes more ndld; birds find food in the grove, and 
cattle in the fields; the snow leaves tho Idll, and the ice 
dissolves on the stream, and the reign of Winter is at an 
end : on vvhhdi he e.vclaims— 

“ Behold, fond man! 

See here th; picluml life; pass soino few;ears, 

Th; flowering .Spring, th; yumnicr’s ardent strength, 

Tliv aobor Autumn fading into age, 

And i>ale eoncluding Winter come# at last. 

And shut# the Beene. Ah! whilht'r m>v are fled 
Thoae dreams of greatnesa P those unsohd hopes \ 

Of hsppinea* f thoe« loivginga alter fame 
ITioeo rettleisa care#? those bus; bustling da;s? 

Thoee ga;-»pent, fettire nights P those veering thc^hta, 

Lost between good and ill, that shared thv life f 
AJl now an vaniah’d! Tirta# solo aurvn^ 
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faunorW W«r-&iing friend of nwu, 

Hi! guide to happioe** on high.” 

He then Concludes “The Seasons” with a Hymn, 
equally noblq and sublime, and whicli has no chance of 
being liist, were the printer’s art forgotten; for it is 
impressed or^niillions of memories: 

‘‘Thw, as they olmngo, .tlmighty Fatlier, (hen- 
Are but the T&ri«l Chxl! The rolling yoar 
Is full of Thee! *Forth in the pleasing Spring 
Thy beaoty walks, Tliy tenderness and love. 
kVide flu^ the fielde; the softening air is lialm ; 

Echo the mountains round ;,lhe forest sunles j 
And cvtTy sense, and every heart is jo). 

Then eomes Th_( glory in the Siiminer months, 

With light and lu-at ndiilgeiit. Then Tliy sun 
Shoots full perfection ihrougli the swelling \e.ir: 

And oft. Thy voice in dreadful tliiiinlcr H|Mniks; 

And oft at. dnan, div|i noon, or I'tilling eve, 

By breioka ami groves, m liollo\v-»lns[NTing gales 
Thy bouiitv slinics in .\utunin unconlincd. 

And spreads n cominon feast for all that lives. 

In A\ inter aw fill J hou ! witli clouds and storms 
Around Tine tliroaii, teiii)H's( o’er |eiii|K'st roll'd, 

Jlajestic darkness! on the wlnrhiiiid’s wing. 

Riding sublime. Thou hn|s| the world udots'. 

And humblest Nature with 'lli^ northern blast." 

The great aim nf the poet, in “ 'I'hc Seaaona,” waa, by 
the contcnipbtion of iliu beanticH of nature, to raitu* meri'a 
thoughts to God : his aim in "The Ca.stle of Indolcilcc” 
is to reprove slotli, and encourage iiidu.stry. Thii^latter 
poem isjvgardeJ by many as the happiest of tlie efforts 
of Thoifison; but this seems more tlic opinion of seholani 
than of the woHd at largo: for thttugli it is more exquisitely 
polished, and simple in its language, it wants much of tbu 
,hiptU^ of thought and poetic warmth of “The Seuoiui.** 
his*8660 found, bv learned men. in tbo eharnuMl 
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cup and enchanted palace of Calype<f; others have traced’ 
its rise from the allegories of Spenser, whose manner he 
imitated, and the form of whose stanza he copied: nor 
are there northern scholars wanting, who see it shadowed 
forth in the symbolical productions of the eldeij Scottish. 
poets, in whom, too, may be traced that taste for poetic 
landscape in which Thomson has excelled. To this, the 
last of his works, he brought all that nature coUJd 
present, all that taste could select, aftd all that the most 
perfect skill could employ within the limited circle of his 
scene and range of characters. Ifis delicate sensibility 
of ear, which a thou-sand pasftiges in “The Seasons” attest, 
and his exquisite feeling for the graces and fine proportions 
of Grecian scul[)ture, enabled him to harmonize this into 
a song, rather than a poem, and attune the whole so well 
as if each stanza had been measured to music. The story 
of the poem, too, is of equal merit and simplicity. 

Indolence, perceiving, in the sloth of the learned and 
the polite, room for an empire, built a castle in a lowly 
dale, by a pleasant river-side; and there, between ]\fay and 
June, when the season is sweetest, spread out his snares 
and enchantments. iMl around him were images of rest, 
and places provoking repose ; groves, moved by mild airs, 
and streams, whoso murmurings iiuited slumber to sleep: 
"Join’d to the prattle of the purhng rilU 
Were heard the lowing lierds along the vale, 

«And flocks loud bleating from the dietant hills, 

And raoant shepherds piping in the dale: 

And, now and then, sweet Philomel would wail. 

Or itock-doToa 'plain amid the foreet deep, ’ 

That drowsj rustled to the sighing gale j 
And still a coil the grasslfopper did keep; 

Yet all |heso sounds jblent inclined all to sleep. 

A ples«ing land of droweyhed it was, 

Of dreams that ware before the half-shut Qye,’ 
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And of gKf ooatle* it the ckrad* tb«t poM, 

Tift am flufbing round a aummer-ik;; 

Than eka tbo soil dclighU that witchiu);l}r 
Instil a wanton ifrectnesi through the bivast, 

And the calm pleasures always horer’d uigh ; 

But wl^teVr smack’d of 'nojancc, or unrest, 

Was far, far off cipcHM from this delicious nest." 

ai 

Nor was the 8reh t iichantt'r deficient in oilier art# to 
plelUe and allure: Inj aat on his castle wall, and sung to 
htfl harp the charms of Idleness, and invited all to his gate# 
who bore w ith pain th^cumbrous load of life, and whoso 
. lot had hitherfo been the toiliiig mind or the sw eaty brow 

“No cocks, will) me, to rustic labour call. 

From Tillage on to Tillage sounding clear j 
To tardy swain no phnll-Toiccil matrons squall; 

No dogs, no babes, no wives, to stun your (wr; 

No hammers thump ; no horrid blaeksinilh sear. 

No noisy tradesman your sweet slumbers slati, 

With sounds that arc a misery to hear; 

But all is calm, as would delight the heart 
Of Sybarite of old, all nature, and all art.” 

All who listened came, and all who came were ad¬ 
mitted but no sooner were they touelicd by the wnjtard, 
than their vigour relaxed; a toqmr came over body and 
mind; while, clothed in tlic garb of the place, an ofiici- 
^ing •pirit bestowed npon them 

“ Great store of capa, of slippers, and of gowna," 

And conducted them through the presence chamber, Jhe 
balk of audience, and room#, on whose walls scenes of 
Arcadia weue painted, and shepherds lazily sighed as they 
reclined by the s^e of their lazier ahcpherdmcs t 

“ Sometime# the pencil, in cool airy halla, 

Bade gay bloom of remal Isndskipe riae, 

^ Antomo’a ihadee imbrosm the walk i 
•WMrtlia atrikas the aatanlih’d eyas i 
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Now down the »teep the flaehing toir^t file#: 

The trembling sun now pkjs o'er ocean blue, 

And now rude mountains frown amid the skies; 

Whato’cr Lorraine light-toucli’d with softening hue, 

Or' savage Rosa dash’d, or learned I'oussin drew.” 

Now and then, too, a harp was touched, unbiSden, and 
by no visible hand, tor it was the harp of ffiolus, and the 
more wt;lcome since its music came without labour, il^ut 
the chief delight of the visitors was to stand and look, 
liour after hour, in a large magic globe of crystal, called 
the Mirror of Vanity: all people looked iyto it, and all 
looked long. Of the household of Indolence the poet 
now gives u particular account, The first is his friend 
Paterson: 

“ Of all the gentle tenants of the [ilacc, 

There WHS a man of speeiul gnire remark ; 

A (X'rtain tender gloom o'orspread liis face, 

Pensive, not sad ; in thought involved, not dark; 

As sote this man eould sing os morning lark, 

And tcni li tlic noblest morals of the heart: 

But tlicsc liis talents wem jburied stark; 

Of the fine stores he nothing would imfmrt, 

Which or boon N'atim' gave, or nature-jiamtmg Art.” 

Dr. Armstrong, the poet, and a Borderer, like 
Thomson, of whom too little is known, succeeds. 

“With him was somclimesjoin’d in silent walk 
(Profoundly silent, for they never spoke) 

One shyer still, who quite detested talk i 
^3(1, slung by splivn, at once away he broke. 

To groves of pine, and brown o’enihadow mg oak; 

There, inly thrill’d, he wander’d all alone. 

And on himself his pefisive fury wroke, '• 

Nc ever utter’d word, save when first shone 

The flittering star of eve—‘ Thank Heaven! the day is done.' " 

The bard erf tbo “Art of Presmiiir^ flwdtitP 

'..•Va' 
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by a man if wit and worth, John Forhea, son 
0 *^ the fiw-fiimed Duncan of Culloden: 

“For him the merry belle h*d rung, 1 ween, 

If, itt thie nook of quiet, boll* had orer been,” 

This ui^uiet guest allowed none to sleep, and so was 
sipelled. By iJie feet of the titled, the feet of the pro¬ 
fane, and the ^t of the holy, was the enchanted ground 
trid: nor was the goet himself long absent; for, to a 
man who loved to stand with his hands in his pockets, 
and eat the ripe fruit from the trees, such a spot waa 
dear. Lord liyttelton, who had some skill in verse, drew 
his portrait, and hung it up in the hull: 

" A bard hero dwelt, more fat than bard beaeoma. 

Who, void of enry, guile, and luat of gam, 

Ou Tirtue atill, and Nature's pleaaing themea, 

Pour’d forth hia unprcmcdilatcd strain : 

The world forsaking with a calm disdain, 

Here laugh'd ho careless in bis easy seat; 

Here quaff’d, eneirclcd with (be joyous tram 
Oft moralising sage: his ditty sweet 
Ho loathed much to write, ne cared to repeat. ’ 

These, and others of note and name, were the guests, 
or, ratfier, the slaves of tlio wizard; their work was little, 
and it was performed with pain: 

“TTioir only labour was to kill the time— 

(And labour dire it ia, and weary wm-) ( 

They ait, they loll, turn o’er some idle rhyme j 
Then, rising audden, to the glass they go, 

Or saunter forth, with tottering step and slow. 

This soon too rude an eierciae they And; 

Straight on the oouch their hmba again they throw, 

Where houra <m houra they sighing 4ie rocUaed, 

And court the rapouiy god, aoft breathing in the wind.’ 

time before the drowsy inmates peroeired, 
. fli tftd diseased through excMS of 
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that they were conveyed privily to a ttungeon, and turnip 
over to the nureing tendemeea of a ministering spirit of al 
dark complexion, while their places were regularly filled 
by new comers, who continued to be charmed, like theiT' 
predecessors, by the allurements of the place. The poet 
on whom all the horrors of the castle seem at once to have' 
opened, now exclaims— 

“ Is there no patron to protect the Mure, 

And fence for her Pam«sus' barren soilP 
To OTCry labour its reward accrues, 

And they arc sure of bread who swink and mo^ j 
But a fell tribe the Aoniandiiro despoil, 

As ruthless wasps oft rob the painful bee; 

Thus while the laws not guard that noblest toil, 

Ne for the Muses other inetjil decree, 

They praised arc alone, and starve right merrily.” 

And then, in a verse unequalled, perhaps, for melody of 
liuiguago, and brightness of expression, declares— 

“ I care not, Fortune, wliat you me deny : 

You cannot rob me of free Nature’s grace; 

You cannot shut the windows of the sky, 

Through which Aurora shows her brightening face; 

You cannot bar my constant feet to trace 
Tlio woods and lawns, by living stream, at eve: 

Let health my norvt's and finer fibres braia-. 

And I their toys to the great clidilrcii leave: 

Of fancy, reason, virtue, nought can mo bereave.” 

This, which looked like a irlapse into Indolence, was 
seen and heard by the Knight of Arms and Industry; 
bom of Poverty and Toil: he excelled at the plough and 
the loom ; put his hand to the sword as welPts tho oar; 
polished his miud by sttidy, and embellislled it by learning; 
and 1^ his touch the canvass glowed with life; marble put 
m forms of beauty, and the lute breathed straiSut of ten- 
Immen and truth. The virtuous Knigh^called the -' 



ton Of raOMsoK 

Bsnl of Nature; a*genius “ tinpromiBing of look,” but of 
i dear bead jand mtrepid houI : 

"‘Coroe,’ quath th* knight, ‘s roico hw rrarh'd minr oar i 
Thf (lemoa Indolenoo thtt-af* ovt*rtl)row 

' To aj^that to roaniind ia good and doar: 

Como, Phiknsrius! lot ut inalant go, 

O’ertum Aa bowm, and lay hia caalle low I 
Tboao men, tlio« wretched men, who will bo alattw, 

Mual drink a bittar wrathful cup of woo: 

But some tlierc bo, Ihy song, as from their graroe, 

Shall raise. Thrice h^py he who without rigour saves 

Tltey rode straight townifls the Cnstlo of In 
discouraing aa they weut: but so plrnsnnt was 1 
and Boovcrt'oniing was tlio air, that tlio Ixird grow 
of heart, and nmrmun^d some words of extenuation; 
“To relent is to be weak,” exchiiined the knight, and 
pressed on. 

“Thus, holding high discourse, they eatno (o where 
The curwl carle was at Ins wonted trade. 

Still tempting hce»ilif.s men into his snare, 

In wit<-hing wm', as 1 before have said : 

JJut wlien lie saw, in goodly gear array’d, 

The grave inaj. stie knight approaeliiiig nigh. 

And by his side the bard so sago and staid, 

Hia countenance fell; yet oft his atuious eyo 

Hark’d them, hko wily fox who roosted cock doth spy.” 

But the knight, aware of his antagonist’s power, flad 
prepared a net of a mesh so fine, tliat nothing impure and 
gross could escape through, or break it: iu this effectual 
•nhre the wixard was cauglit; and after “leaping and tkmu* 
dng to and fro,*be sat quietly do^ n and gnawesd h« bitter 
tail,” while his whole household raised a loud hubbub, ttud 
^ cai^e j^^self aliook to the fouudatioa. To allay thia,. 
^ Icni^t deaJM the bard to touch li» luirp muf 
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“ The b«rd obey’d j aad taking from hU fcde, 

Where it in seemly sort depending hung, 

His British harp, its speaking strings he tried, 

The which with skilful tonoh he deftly strung, 

Till tinkling in clear symphony they rung. 

Then, as he felt the Muses come along, 

Light o’er the chords his raptured hand he flun^. 

And play’d a prelude to his rising song; 

The whilst, like midnight mute, ten thousands round him throng” 

• 

The song was listened to as never song, save in 
romance, was listened to before; it^ as a strain of libcrtjr 
and virtue, of industry an^ peace, of benevolence and 
devotion: while ho sung, those of a noble nature felt the 
truth of the strain, and with tears of repentance took to 
hahits of industry and virtue; but over those insensible 
of heart, who refused to reform, the knight waved his wand, 
and, instead of a temple for their abode, and luxurious 
couches for their limbs, 

“ a desert wild 

Before them etrctch'd, bsro, comfortless, and vast. 

With gibbets, bones, snil carcases defiled. 

There nor trim field nor lively culture smiled; 

Nor waving shsde was seen, nor fountain fair; 

But sands abrupt on sands lay loosely pilod, 

Through which they Uoundoring toil'd with painful care, 

Whilst Pliccbus smote them sure, and fired the cloudless air. 

The castle, with all its enchantments, now passed 
away; and of it a memory alone remained, as a warning 
to mankind. 

In this brief memoir of a poet who merits « mdS extended 
biography, I liavo followed Murdoch for hit feej^ng, and Johnaon 
for his judgment: to the pages of Sir Hsrris Nicolsis I sm indebtod 
for tav^Tal interesting passages; and to the (xdloctiona my mm 
Pater for aome valuable foots and correct information. 
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SPRING 


The nhiKl prop<»«l. Infril-M U, the of Uortford. ^ 

M^MOQ If dcHcnb^ M It •flWt'. ibe Twrias pfru of nHur^. ffceTidin* flP» 
th. lo-.r lo Iho higher, inth d.grr«H,n. un.mg from the U* 

influence oo inwiirmite roftter. on icRct^bJcK. on brute fnuneU, nDd. 
m*tf. Concluding with n dwnamif fr<jm the wild *nd irrrguUr p*«Km ai 
lore, oppowd to tUt of » pure wid happy kind 


Com*, gentle Spring, ethereal mildness, come, 
And from the bosom of yon dropping cloud. 
While music wakes around, veil’d in a showet 
Of shadowing roses, on our plains descend. 

o’Heifford, fitted or to^shine in courts 
With unaffected grace, or walk the plain 
^^ith innocence and meditation join d 
" ip Kiift ajpemblage, listen to my song, 
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Which thy own season paints; when'nature all 
Is blooming and benevolent, like thee. 

And see where surly Winter passes off, 

Far to the north, and calls his ruffian blasts: 

His blasts obey, and quit the howling hill. 

The shatter’d forest, and the ravaged vale; 

. While softer gales succeed, at whose kind touch, 
Dissolving snows in livid torrents lost. 

The mountains lift their green heads to the sky. 



As yet the trembling year is uncoufirm’d, 

And Winter oft, at eve, resumes the breeze, 

Chills the pale morn, and bids his driving sleets 
Deform the day delightless; so that scarce 
Phe bittern knows his time, with bill ingulfd 
To shake the sounding marsh; or, from the share, 
The plovers when to scatter o’er the heatb. 

And sing their wild notes to. the listening waste. 

At hftt, from Ari« rolls the b<^unteous sun, 


!Q» expwmTO iftmosphere is cramp’d with cold; 

But, full of life;and vivifying soul, 

Lifta the light dlouds snbliiuo, and spreads them thin, 
fTpecy, and white, o'er all-surrounding Heaven. 

Forth fJj^he tepid airs; and uneoulined, 

Unbinding ^th, the moving softness strays. 

J<jyou8, the impatient husbandman jiereeives 
Relenting nature, and his lustv steers 
Drives from,their stalls to whore the well-used plough 
Lies in the furrow, lo^en’d from the frost. 

There, nnrefusing, to the harhess’d yoke 
They lend'their shoulder, and begin tlieir toil. 

Cheer’d by the simple song and soaring lark. 

Meanwhile incumlieut o'er tlie shining share 
The master leans, removes the oh.strueting elay, 

Winds tlu' whole work, and sidelong lays the glebe. 

Whjte, through the neighbouring tields the sower stalks 
With measured step, and liberal throws the grain 
Into the faithful bosom of the ground ; 

The liprrow follows harsh, and shuts the scene. 

Be gra<.‘ious. Heaven! for now laborious man 
ttaa done his part, Vc fostering breezes, blow! 

Ye softening dews, ye tender showers descend! 

And temper all, thou world-reviving sun, 

Into tho perfect year! Nor ye who live 
In luxury and ease, in pomp and pride. 

Think these lost themes unworthy of your ear: 

Such themes os^these the rural Maro sung 
wide imperial Rome, in tho full height 
'^e4qg!tioe,ijqid taate, by Greece refined. 

tlw weed plough em^’d . 



The kings and awful fathers of manJnnd: 

And some, with whom compared your insect tribes 
Are but the beings of a summer’s day, 

Have held the scale of empire, ruled the storm 
Of mighty war; then, with victorious hand, 
Disdaining little delicacies, seized 
The plough, and, greatly independent, scom’i 
All the vile stores corruption can be 3 ,tow. 

To generous Britons, venerate the plough ; 

And o’er your hills and long-witluirawing vales 
Let Autumn spread his treasurt's to the sun, 
Ltusuriant and unbounded ! As the sea. 

Far through his azure turbulent domain. 

Tour empire owns, and, from a thousand shores, 
Wafts all the pomp of life into your ports; 

So with superior boon may your rich soil, 
Exuberant, Nature’s bettor blessings pour 
O’er every land, the naked nations clothe, 

And bo the cxhaustlcss granary of a world! 

Nor only through the lenient air this change, 
Delicious, breathes : the penetrative sun, 

His force deep-darting to the dark retreat 
Of vegetation, sets the steaming power 
At large, to wnTuler o’er the vernant earth. 

In various hues; but Ohiefly thee, gay green! 

Thoit smiling Nature’s universal robe! 

Dnited light and shade ! where the sight dwejls 
"With growing strengthj and ever-now dgjight. 

• From the moist meadow to the wither’d hiH, 
the breeee, the vivid verdure mns, 
jiwellB, And deepeng, to the cherish’^ 
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]^*|a^barii whitens, and the juicy groTca 
Pdt forth their buds, unfolding by degrees, 

Till the whdle leaty forest stands display’d, 

1q full luxuiiance, to the sighing gales; 

Where th^eer rustle through the twining brake, 

And the birafc sing conceal’d. At once array’d 
In all the coloui’s of the Hushing year, 

By Nature’s swift imd secret-working hand. 

The garden glows, and lills the liberal air 
With lavisli 1i“jgranee^ while the [irouiiscd fruit 
Lies yet a little embryo, unpsrceived. 

Within its crimson folds, Now from the town. 

Buried in snioke, and sleep, and noisome damps. 

Oft let me wander o’er the dewv tiidds. 

Where freshiuss breathes, and da.sh the trembling drops 
From the bent bush, as tlirougb tlie lei'iLiut muic 
Ofswectbriar hedges 1 pursue my walk; 

Or taste the smell of dairy ; or oseeiid 
Some eminenee, Augusta, io tby plains, 

And see the country far dill'iised around, 

One boundless blm-h, one white empurpled shower 
Of mingled blossoms, where tho ruptured eyo 
Uurries from joy to joy ; and, hid beneath 
The fair profusion, yellow Autumn spies; 

If, brush’d from Kussiau wilds, a cuttiug galo 
Biae not, and scatter from his humid wings 
The chunmy nuldow; or, dry-blowing, breatho 
Untimely frost > before whose baleful blast 

&ll-blown Spring through all her foliage ehrinka, 
a wide dejected waste, 
d by the haiy north, 




Myriads on myriads, insect armies waft 
Keen in the poison’d breeze; and wasteful pat, 

Through buds and bark, into the blacken’d core 
Their eager way. A feeble race! yet oft 
The sacred sons of vengeance; on whose coiirsf 
Corrosive Famine waits, and kills the year^ 

To check this plague, tlie skilful farmer chaff 
And blazing straw before his orcliarjl burns; 

I’ill, all involved in smoke, the latent foe 
h'rora every cranny suffocated fal||; 

Or scatters o’er the blooms the pungent dust 
Of pepper, fatal to the frosty tribe; 

Or, when the envenom’d leaf begins to curl. 

With sjjrinhled water drowns them in their nest; 

Nor, while they pick them up with busy bill. 

The little trooping birds unwisely saircs. 

Be patient, sw aius; these cruel-seeming winds 
Blow not in vain. Far hence they keep tepress’d 
'fliose deepening clouds on clouds, surcharged with rain, 
That, o’er the vast ^Vtlantic hither borne. 

In endless train, would (pjench the summer blaze,' 

And, cheerless, drown the crude unripen’d year. 

The north-east spends his rage, and, now shut up 
Withiu his iron cave, the effusive south 
Warms the wide air, and o’er the void of Heaven 
Br^ithes the big clouds with vernal showers distent. 

‘At first a dusky wreath they seem to rise. 

Scarce staining ether but by fast degi^s. 

In heaps on heaps, the doubling vapour sails 
the loaded sky; and mingling deep, 
tta » KttW 



ffbi wifltry storms on mortals shed, 

(Jpltfessing life; but lovely, gentle, kind, 

And full of bvery hope and every joy ; 

The wish of^Nature. Gradual sinks the breeze 
Into a p<srftict calm ; that not a breath 
Is heard to\^iver through the closing woods, 

Or rustling turn the many twinkling leaves 
of aspen tall. Thcimcurliug Hoods dill’usod 
In glassy byeadth, seem, through delusive lapse, 
Forgetful of tjicir couwe. ’Tis sileneO all, 

And pleasing expectation. Herds and Hocks 
Drop the dry sprig, and, mute imploring, eye 
The falling verdure. Hush’d in short suspense, 

The plumy people streak their wings with oil. 

To throw the lueid moisture trickling oH‘; 

And wait the approaching sign to strike, at once 
Into the general choir. HCn mountains, vales, 

And forests seota impatient to demand * 

The promised sweetness. Han superior walks 
Amid the glad creation, musing prajw. 

And looking lively gratitude. At last, 

The clouds consign their treasures to the fields ; 
.^d, softly shaking on the dimpled pool 
Prelusive drops, let all their moisture How 
In large effusion o’er the tVcshen’d world. 

IHie. stealing shower is scarce to patter heard, 

By such as gander through the forest-walks, 
Beneath the umbrageous miiltitudc of leaves, 

who can hold the shade, while Heaven descends 
bounty, shedding herbs, 

fibers on Nature’s amnle hofP 
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Swift Fancy fired anticipates their growth; 

And, while the milky nutriment distila, 

Beholds the kindling country colour round. 

Thus all daj long the full-distended clouds 
Indulge their genial stores, and well-shower’d e^vth 
Is deep’enrich’d with vegetable life ; 

Till, in the western sky, the downward sun 
Looks out, effulgent, from amid the jlush 
Of broken clouds, guy-shifting to his beam. 

The rapid radiance instantaneous strikes 
The illumined mountain ; through the forest streams. 
Shakes on the floods, and, in a yellow mist. 
Far-smoking o’er the interminable plain, 

In twinkling myriads lights the dewy gems. 

Moist, bright, and green, the laudscape laughs arouna. 
Full swell the woods ; their every music wakes. 

Mix’d in wild concert with tho warbling brooks 
Increased, the distant bleatiugs of the hills. 

The hollow lows responsive from the vales. 

Whence, blending all, tho sweeten’d zephyr springs. 
Meantime, refracted from yon eastern cloud, 
Bestriding earth, the grand ethereal bow 
Shoots up immense, and every hue unfolds, 

In fair proportion, running from tho red. 

To where the violet fades into the sky. 

Here, awful Newton, the dissolving clouds 
Form, fronting on the sun, thy showery pri^; 

And, to the sage-instrpeted eye, unfold. 

The various twine of light, by thee disclosed 
the white mingling maze. Not so tdie 
Tiews tho bright 



Delightful, o’er the radiant fields, and runs 
To catch tlie falling glory ; hut aniazed 
Beholds the ainusive arch hefore him llv, 

Then vanish quite away. Still night succeeda; 

A soften’d shade, and saturated earth 
Awaits the morning beam, to gi\e to light, 

Baist^ through tin thousand dillerent plastic tubcSf 
The balmy treasures of the fonner day. 


Then spring the living herbs, profusely wild. 

O’er all the decji-grc'en earth, beyond the power 
Of botanist to number up tlieir tribes; 

Whether he steals aloog^the lonely dalp,,' 

In silent 8earclp;,<^ilri*ough Idr® forest, raj^ ' 

Wift what .the diiB_ )UH, wqed<( decount,-;* 

Ehirtte his blind or ^linis the inoun|^^r^l^!^ 
hy the nodding verdure bro'w. 
ft liberal nat^Jbng 







InnumerouB mix’d them with the nursing mould, 
lie moistening current, and prolific rain. 

But who their virtues can declare ? who pierce 
With vision pure, into these secret stores 
Of health and life, and joy ? the food of man. 

While yet he lived in innocence, and told 
A length of golden years, unfleshed in blood; 

A stranger to the savage arts of life,* 

Beatli, rapine, caniagc, surfeit, and disease; 

The lord, and not the tyrant, of tlm world. 

The .first fresh dawn then waked the gladden’d race 
Of uncorruptod man, nor blush’d to sec 
Tlio sluggard sleep beneath its sacred beam. 

For their light slumbers gently fumed away ; 

And up they rose as vigorous as the sun. 

Or to the culture of the willing glebe. 

Or to the cheerful tendence of the flock. 

Meantime the song went ro\ind ; and dance and sport, 
Wisdom and friendly talk, successive, stole 
Their hours away. While in the rosy vale 
Love breathed its infant sighs, from anguish free, 

And full replete with bliss; save the sw‘'et pain 
Thatj^ly thrilling, but exalts it more. 

^or yet injurious act, nor surly deed, 

Was known among those happy sons of Heaven; 

For reason and benevolence were law. 

Harmonious Nature, too, look’d smiling on.» 

Clear shone the skies, tool’d with eternal gales, 

, And balmy spirit all. The youthful sun 
;^6iCbi8 best rays; and still the graoious doudi 
down;.#• o’er the BweSinif 



Wda iW flocks, commixing, plny’d secure, 
when, finergent from the gloomy wood, 
n»e glaring Son anw, his horrid he.irt 
Was mecken’d, and he join’d his sullen joy, 

For musitfcheld the wliole in perllx-t jiesco : 

Soft sigh'd flute . the tender voiei' w.is heard, 
■'Warbling the varied heart; the woodlands round 
Applied their choir; jnid winds and waters flow’d 
In consonance. Such were those priine ot dnya. 

But now those whitfwunhloiuish’d manners, whence 
The fabling Poet.s took their golden age, 

Are found no more atnid those iron times. 

Those dregs of life ! Now the dist('iiiper’d mind 
Has lost that concord of harmonious ]>owers. 

Which forms the soul of happitu'sa ; and all 

Is oft'the poise w ithin; the passions .all 

Have burst their bounds; and reason, h:df-c.vtinct 

Or impotent, or else apiiroving, se<-s 

The foul disorder. Senseless ami detorm’d. 

Convulsive anger storms at large; or, pale 

And sifent, settles into fidl rc%('nge. 

Base envy withers at another’s joy, 

hates that cxcelh'ntsi it cannot reach. 
Desponding fear, of feeble fancies full. 

Weak and unmanly, loosens every power. 

Ken love itself is bitterness of soul, 

A pensive anguish, pining at the heart; 

;Ot, sunk to sordid interests, feels »o more 
noble wish, that never-cloy’d desire, 
joy disdaining, seeks alone 
objeefc of its flame. 
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Hope eickens with extravagance; and grief, 

Of life impatient, into madness swells, 

Or, in dead silence, wastes the weeping hours. 

These, and a thousand mix’d emotions more, 

From ever-changing views of good and ill- 
Form’d infinitely various, vex the mind 
With endless storm : whence, deeply-rankling, grows 
The partial thought, a listless unetmeern. 

Cold and averting from our neighbour’s good ; 

Then dark disgust, and hatred, wti\ding wiles. 

Coward deceit, and rufllan violence; 

At last, extinct each social feeling, fell 

And joyless inhumanity pervades 

And petrifies the heart. Nature, disturb’d, 

Is.deem’d, vindictive, to have changed her course. 
Hence, in old dusky time, a deluge eamc; 

When the deep-cleft disparting orb, that arched 
The ecutml waters round, impetuous rush’d, 

With universal burst, into the gulf: 

And, o’er the high-piled hills of fractured earth, 

Wide dash’d the waves in unduhation vast; 

Till, from the centre to the streaming clouds, 

A shoreless ocean tumbled round the globe. 

Tlie seasons since have, with severer sway. 
Oppress’d a broken world: the Winter keen 
Shook forth his waste of snows; and summer shot 
His pestilential heats. Great Spring, befowj. 

Green’d all the year, ond fruits and blossoms blush’dt. 
In Bocial sweetness on the setf-same bough. 
jPort was the temperate air; an even calm • 
save .what jlh® 





le blue expanse; for tlien nor storms 
blow, nor hurricanes to mgo; 
waters ; no sulphureous glot>ina 
;^di’d in ths sky, and sent the lightning forth; 
{While eicl^y damps, and cold autumnal fogs, 

’Kwg not, rt^fing, on the springs of lil'o. 

But now, of turbid elements the sport, 

From clear to eloudy^Joss’d, from hot to cold, 

And dry to moist, with inward-eating ehango, 

Our drooping (hi)s are 4'vindled down to nuuglit, 
Their period finish’d, ero ’tis well begun. 

And yet the wliolesome herb neglt'eled dies ; 
Though with the pure exhilarating soul 
Of nutriment and health, and vital powers 
Beyond the seareli of art, 'tis copious hless’d. 

For, with hot ravin tired, ensanguined man 
U now become the lion of the plain, 

And worsi'. The wolf, who from the nightly fold 
Fierce drugs the bleating prey, ne’er drunk her milk, 
Nor wore her warming lleece ; nor has the steer, 

At whtSe strong cliest the deadly tiger hangs, 
fi'er plough’d for liim. They, too, are teuiper’d high, 
With hunger stung and wild necessity, 
jlJor lodges pity in ilioir shaggy breast. 

But man, whom Nature form’d of milder clay. 


o^et tl 


'Bhuad slept 


With every kind emotion in his heart, 
ijLad taught done to weep; while from her lap 
S^^un ten thc^and delicacies, Jicrbs, 

Oft numerous os the drops of rain 
^jmRjp^hat ^ve them birth: shall he, fair form!, 

and looks erect on 





E’er stoop to mingle with the prowling nerd, 

And dip his tongue in gore ? The beast of prey, 
Blood-stain’d,,deserves to bleed ; but you, ye flocks, 
What have you done ? ye peaceful people, what, 

To merit death ? you have given us milk 
In luscious streams, and lent us your owji^oat 
Against the Winter’s cold ? And the plain ox. 
That harmless, honest, guileless animal. 

In what has ho offended ? he, whose toil. 

Patient, and every ready, clothe* the land 
With all the pomp of harvest; shall he bleed. 

And struggling groan beneath the cruel hands 
E’en of the clowns he feeds ? and that, perhaps, 

'I’o swell the riot of the autumnal feast 
Won by his labour P Tims the feeling heart 
Would tiiiiderly suggest; but ’tis enough. 

In this late age, adventurous to have touch’d 
Light ou the numbers of the Samian sage : 

High Heaven forbids the bold ])re8umptuous strain. 
Whose wisest will has fix’d us in a state 
That must not yet to pure perfection rise. 

Besides, who knows, how raised to higher life, 

From stage to stage, the vital scale ascends. 

Now, when the lirst foul torrent of the broofe*, 
^Swell’d with the vernal rains, is ebb’d away. 

And, whitening, down their mossy-tinctured stream 
Descends the billowy foam; now is the tigje. 

While yet the dark-lyowu water aids khe guile, 

To tempt the trout. The well-dissembled fly, 

‘ Th| rod fine-tapering with elastic spring, ^ 
hoary steed the 



all tby |}ender watery stores, prepare. 

But let not 4n thy hook the tortured worm 
CouTulsive twist in agonizing folds; 

'Which, by rapacious hunger swallow’d dtvp, 

Gives, 08 you tear it from the bleeding breast 
Of the weak, Ijaplcss, uncomplaining wretch, 

Harsh pain and fiorror to the tender liand. 

When, with his li^^dy ray, the pot<‘nt sun 
Has pierced the streams, and roused the finny race, 
Then, issuing cheerful,ito thy sport rt'pair; 

Chief should the western breezes curling play, 

And light o’er ether bear tlie shadowy chjnds, 

High to their fount, this day, amid the hills, 

And woodlands warbling round, trace up the brooks; 
The next, pursue their roeky-ehamn I’d maze, 

Down to the river, in whose ample wtive 
Their little naiads love to sport at large. 

Just in tli(‘ dubious point, wlu're with the pool 
Is mix’d th(' tremliling stn.-am, or where it Itoils 
Aroun^ the stone, or from the hollow’d hank 
Bevcrtcd plays in undulating flow. 

There throw-, nice judging, the delusive fly; 

^nd as you lead it round in artful cune, 

With eye attentive mark the springing game, 
Straight as alvove the surface of tlie flood 
.They wanton rise, or, urged by hunger, leap; 

^Tben fix, with gentle tw-itch, the barbed hook: 

.Skfine lightly towing to the grassji bank, 


,iLi)4 the shelving shore slow dragging some, 



vnifijof hand proportion’d to their force, 
easily deceived, 



A worthless prey searco bends your pliant rod, 
Him, piteous of bis youth, and the short space ' 
He has enjoy’d tlio vital light of Heaven, 

Soft disengage, and back into the stream 
The speckled infant throw. But should you lure 
'From his dark haunt, beneath the tangled roots 
Of'pendent tret's, the monarch of the brook. 
Behoves you then to ply your finest art. 

Long time he, following cautious, scans the fly; 
And oft attempts to seize it, but as oft 
33ie dimpled water speaks his jealous fear. 

ViBt;, whilst haply o’er the shaded sjm 



•nnto< 


Fmea % clcjud, be deeperate takes the death, 

■^Cith iulleji plunge. At once he darts along, 

Deep-atruck, and rune out all the h'ngthen’d line; 

Then seeks the farthest ooze, the sheltering wei'd. 

The cavein’d bank, his old secure abode ; 

And flics alofi, and flounces round the pool, 

Indignant of the guile. AVith } iidding hand, 

That feels him still, j'et to his furious eoursci 
Gives way, you, now ntiriiig, following now 
Across the stream, exhaust his idle nige, 

Till, floating broad upon his breathless side. 

And to his fate abandon’d, to the shore /* ^ L. 

You gaily drag \ our unresisting prize, ^ ^ 

Thus pass the temperate hours; but wlu'ii the sun 
Shakes from his noon-day tlirone the scattering <'lou(ls, 
E’en shooting lisllc'ss languor through the deeps; 

ITicn seek the bank where flowering elders erowd. 

Where, seattcr’d wild, the lily of the \al<' 

Its balmy essence breatlu's, where eowslips hang 
The dewy head, where purple violets lurk, 

"With all the lowly ehildreii of the shade: 

Or lio rcelined beneath )on spreading asli, 

JIung o’er the steep, whence, bonae on liquid wing 
The sounding ciiher shoots, or where the hawk. 

High in the lacctling clilf, his eyr_s builds. 

There let tho classic page thy fancy lead 
Through ruj;jl scenes, such as tho Alantuan swain 
IP^ta in the matchless harmony ijf song. 

;0r catch thyself the landscapa*, gliding swift 
^^IriracjtJmBginatioD’s vivid eye: 

tihie^yoct^ocKis and waters lull*c[. 
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And lost in lonely musing, in the dream 
Confused, of careless solitude, where mix 
Ten thousand wanderiug images of things. 

Soothe every gust of passion into peace; 

All but the swellings of the soften’d heart. 

That waken, not disturb, the tranquil minjj. 

Behold! yon breathing prospect bids the Muse 
Throw all her beauty forth. But ^\J^o can paint 
Like Nature ? Can Imagination boast, 

Amid its gay creation, hues like Ucrs ? 

Or can it mix them with that matchless skill, 

And lose them in each other, as appears 
In every bud that blows ? If Fancy, then, 

Une<iual fails beneath the pleasing task, 

Ah! what shall language do ? ah ! where find words. 
Tinged with so many colours; and whose power. 

To life approaching, may perfume my lays 
With that fine oil, those aromatic gales, 

That inoxhaustive flow continual round ? 

Yet, though successless, will the toil delight. 
Come, then, ye virgins, and ye youths, whoso hearts 
Ilavo felt the raptures of rctiniug love; 

And thou, Amauda, come, pride of my song! 

Form’d by tho Graces, loveliness itself! 

Como, with those downcast eyes, sedate and sweet; 
Thc«e looks demure, that dct'ply pierce tho soul; 
Where, with the light of thoughtful reasoi^mix’d, 
Shines lively fancy and the feeliug hcant: 

Oh come! and wliile the rosy-footed May 
bloshing on, together let na tread 
go# dewB, and gather in thek^ji-iiB® 





' ^raifH^{>lo6l^g flowers, to grace thy braided hair, 

■A^mI thy loted bosom, that improves tlieir sweets. 

"See, where the winding vale its lavish stort's, 

Irriguous, spn^ads. See, how the lily drinks 
The latei^ rill, scarce oo/ing throiigli the grass, 

Of growth hnuriunt; or the humid bank 
In fair profusion decks. Long let us walk. 

"V^cre the bret'ze bUiws from )on extended liehl 
Of blossom’d beans. Andiia cannot boast 
A fuller gale of joy, tlmn, libenil. Ihencc 
Breathes through the sense, and takes the ra\i3h'd soul. 
Nor is the mead unworthy of thy foot, 

Bull of fn'sli vcrdnn*, and iinnnmber’d flower.s, 

Tho negligence of Nature, wide and wild. 

\VTiere, undisguised by mimic art, she spreads 
Unbounded beauty to tlie roving eye. 

Here, their delieions task the fer\ent bees, 

In swarming millions, tend : around, athwart,. 

Through tho soft air the busy nations lly. 

Cling to the bud, and with inserted tube 
Suck its p\ire esstmee, its ethereal soul j 
And oft, witli bolder wnng, they soaring dare 
"Jbe purple heath, or where the wild thyme grows. 

And yellow load them w ith the lu.seious spoil. 

At length, the finish’d garden to the vimv 
Ite vistas opens, and it.s alleys green. 

Baatch’d thr<j>igh the verdant maze, the hurried eyt 
DUtracted wanders; now the bo wry walk 
^covert close, where scarce a speck of day 
r^|i^bn the lengthen’d gloom, protracted sweeps s 
hwding sky; the mer now 
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Dimpliag along, the breezy ruffled lake, 

, The forest darkening round, the glittering spire, 
The ethereal mountain, and the distant main. 

But why so far excursive ? when, at band, 

Along these blushing borders, bright with dew. 
And in yon mingled wilderness of flowers,. 
Fair-handed Spring unhosoms every grace; 
Throws out the snowdrop and the orocus first; 
The daisy, primrose, violet darkly blue. 

And polyanthus of unnumber’d dyes ; 

The yellow wallflower, stain’d with iron brown; 
And lavish stock, that scents the garden round : 
From the soft wing of vernal breezes shed, 
Anemonies, auriculas, enrich’d 
With shining meal o’er all their velvet leaves: 
And full ranunculus, of growing red. 

Then comes the tulip race, where Beauty plays 
ITer idle freaks ; from family dilVuscd 
To fan\ily, as flies the father-dust. 

The varied colours run; and wliilc they break 
On the charm’d eye, the exulting florist marks, 
With secret pride, the wonders of his hand. 

No gradual bloom is wanting; from the bud 
First-born of Spring, to Summer’s musky tribes : 
Nor hyacinths, of purest virgin white, 

Low-bent, and blushing inward; nor jonquils. 

Of potent fragrance; nor narcissus fair, 

As o’er the fabled fountain hanging stiK ; 

Jfor broad carnations, nor gay spotted pin ns; 
l_Nor^ shower’d from every bush, the damask roehj 
pumbers, delicacies, smells, 





hue* i)n buea eipreasion caunot paint, 
breath pf Xature, and Iut oiidleRa bloom. 

Hail! Sounv of lioiiif'! Uiiivcr^il Soul 
Of Heaven ami liartlj! R'^bontial Pro.sonco, hail! 
To Theo ^ Iwiid tlio kaoo ; to Tlioo my thought!*, 
Continmil, cliyih; who, with a maator lumd, 

. Hast the great whole into porl'ection touch’d. 
B/Thec tho various ^t'gctativc tribes, 

Wrapt in a filmy net, ami clad with loavcH, 

Draw tho live ether, ai^l imbibe the dew : 

By Thee dispo'cti into congenial sod.s, 

Stands eaeli attractive plant, aud t-uelis, and swells 
The juicy tide ; a Iwitnng mass of tubes. 

At Thy command the vernal sun awakes » 

The torpid sap, di'trmled to the root 
By wintry winds, that now in lluent danee, 

‘Ajid lively fernnmtation, mounting, spreads 
All this inniimerous-colonr’d scene of things. 

As rising from tho vegetable world 
My theme aseends, with equal wing ascend, 

My panting iMiise! .And hark, how loud the wood.s 
Invite you forth in ail your gayest trim, 
il^nd me your sung, yc nightingales ! oh pour 
The mazy-running soul of melody 
Into my varied verse! while 1 deduce, 

Ftfom the first note the hollow cuckoo sings, 

The Bymphonjf of Spring, and touch a theme 
UntnowTi to fame, the passion of the groves, 
i*;' iWhen first tho soul of love is sent abroad, 
tbjotigh the vital air, and on the heart 
th« gay troops b^a 





In gallant thought to plume the painted wing, « 
And try again the long-forgotten strain; 

At first faint-warbled : but no sooner grows 
The soft infusion prevalent, and wide, 

Than, all alive, at once their joy o’erfiows 
In music unconfincd. Up springs the larlj, 
Shrill-voiced, and loud, the messenger of morn ; 

Ere yet the shadows fly, he mounte^l sings 
Amid the dawning clouds, and from their haunts 
falls up the tuneful nations. E^cry copse 
l)cep-1 angled, tree invgular, and bush 
Bending with dewy moisture o’er the heads 
Of the coy (dioristers that lodge 'R'itbin, 

Are prodigal of harmony. The thrush 
And wood-lark, o’er the kind coutcuding throng 
Superior heard, run through the sweetest length 
Of notes ; when listening Philomela deigns 
To let them joy, and purposes, in thought 
Elate', to make her night excel their day. 

The blackbird whistles from the thorny brake; 

The mellow bullfiucli answers from tlie grove: 

Npr are the linnets, o’er the flowering furze 
Pour’d out profusely, silent. Join’d to these, 
Innumcrous songstei-s. iir the freshening shade 
6f new-sprung leaves, their modulations mix 
Mellifluous. The jay, the rook, the duw, 

And each harsh pipe, discordant heard alcqp, 

Aid the full concert; while the stock-dtve breathes 
A melancholy murmur through the whole, 
y -.'IJs love creates their melody, and all 
l^jh^Traate of m^c is the voice of4or»j 



o'en to^irda and beasts the tender ans 
^f^lewing beaches. Hence the glossy kind 
'Ay every winning way inventive love 
Can dictate, find in courtsliip to their mates 
Pour forth^their little twiuls. First, wide around, 
With distant awe, in airy rings they rove, 
Endeavouring, by a thousand trieks, to ealch 
Thd^cunning, conscious, hall-nverttMj glance 
Of their regardless eharnior. Should she st'eni, 

' Softening, the least app^vanoe to bestow, 

Their colours burnisli, and, by hope insjjireHl, 

They brisk ad\nnce; then, on a sudden struck, 
Betire disorder’d ; llnui again approach ; 

In fond rotation spread the spotted wing, 

And shiver every feather with desire. 

Connubial lengiu-s agreed, to th(> deep woods 
They haste away, all as their fancy leads. 

Pleasure, or food, or secret safety prompts; 

That Nature’s great connnaud may be obey’d, 

Nor all the sweet sensations they {MTCcive 
Indulged in vain. Soino to the holly Inulgc 
.Nestling repair, and to the thicket some; 

•So^me to the rude protection of the thorn 
Commit their feeble offspring. The cleft tree 
Offer its kind concealment to a ftwv, 

'I^ir food its insects, and its moss their nests. 
Qihers apart, ^ in the grassy dale, 

-Ot roughening waste, their lnimble«texture weave, 
in woodland solitudes delight, 
glooms* or shaggy banks, 
hr a bubbling brook. 





Whose murmurs soothe them all the live-long day, ■ 
When by kind duty fix’d. Among the roots 
Of hazel, pendent o’er the plaintive stream, 

They frame the first foundation of their domes ; 

Dry sprigs of trees, in artful fabric laid, 

And bound with clay together. Now ’tis^ought 
But restless hurry tlirough the busy air. 

Beat by unnumber’d wings. The ^wallow sweeps 
Tho slimy pool, to build his hanging house 
Intent. And often, from the ear^'less back 
Of herds and flocks, a thousand tugging bills 
Pluck hair and w'ool; and oft, when unobserved. 
Steal from the barn a straw; till soft and warm. 
Clean and complete', their habitation grows. 

As thus the ])atient dam assiduous sits, 

Not to bo tempted from her tender task, 

Or by sharp hunger, or by smooth delight, 

Though the whole loosen’d Spring around her blows, 

Her sympathizing lover takes his stand 

High on the opponent bank, and ceaseless sings 

The tedious time away ; or else supplies 

Her place a moment, while she sudden flits 

To pick tho scanty meal. Tho appointed time 

With pious toil fulfiH’d, tho callow' young, 

Warm’d and expjinded into perfect life, 
riielr brittle bondage break, and come to light. 
k. helpless family, demanding food 
With constant clamour. O what passions then, 
What melting sentiments of kindly care, 

Dn Jiihe new parents seize! Away they fly 
l^Mtionat^ and tpidesiring bear . - ' 






mo«t d^ioioiM nsoreol to their ^ __» 

"Wliich equoQy distributed, ngoiu 

The search begins. Even so a gentle pnir, 

By fortune sunk, but foniiM of generous mould, 

And chart|i’d with cnros l*e_vond the \nlg;ir breast, 

In some lone cot amid the distant woods. 

Sustain’d .'done by providential lli*a\(‘n, 

Oft, as they weeping •eye their infant train, 

Check their own appetites, and give tliom nil. 

Nor toil alone they sS'orn : exalting love, 

By the great Father of the Spring inspired, 

Gives instant eonmge to the fearful nee, 

,iVnd, to the aiinj)le. aid. AVith stealtliy \xing, 
Should some rude ftad their Wfiodv haunts molest. 
Amid a neighbouring bush they silent droj), 

And whirring thence, as if alarm’d, deeeivo 
^Thc unfeeling sehoolhoy. lienee, an iind tlie head 
Of wandering swiiin, (Jie x\hite-wing’il plover whei'ls 
Her sounding tliglit. ami tlien directly on 
In lou^ excursion skims the level lawn, 

To tempt him fnjin her nest. The wiM-dnek, hence, 
O’er the t'ough moss, and o’er the trackless wast<? 
'Tie heath-hen flutters (pious fraud !) to lead 
The hot-pursuing spaniel far astray. 

, Be not the Muse ashamed, hero to hemoan 
Her brothers of the grov(‘, by tx rant man 
Itihaman caught, and in tlu* narrow cage 
l^rpm liberty conRned, and boundldss air. 

Didl are the pretty slaves, their plumage dull, 
a>d idl its brightening lustre lost; 
i^,|^rigbl]y wildneiu) in their note*. 





"Wliicb, clear and vigorous, warbles from the beech. 

0 then, ye friends of love and love-taught song, 

Spare the.soft tribes, this barbarous art forbear! ,- 
If on ypur bosom innocence can win. 

Music engage, or piety persuade. 

But let not chief the nightingale lament 
Her ruin’d care, too delicately framed 
To brook the harsh confinement of« the cage. 

Oft when, returning with her loaded bill, 

The astonished mother finds a vacant nest, 

By the hard hand of unrelenting clowns 
Robb’d, to the ground the vain provision falls; 

Her pinions rulfle, fuid, low-drooping, scarce 
Can bear the mourner to the poplar shade ; 

Where, all abandon’d to despair, she sings 

Her 801 TOW 8 through the night; and, ou the bough 

Sole-sitting, still at every dying fall 

Takes up again her lamentable strain 

Of winding woo: till, wide around, the woods 

8igh to her song, and with her wail resound. 

But now the feather’d youth their former bounds, 
Ardent, disdain; and, weighing oft their wings. 
Demand the free possession of the sky: 

This one glad office more, and then dissolves 
Puyental love at once, now needless grown. 

Unlavish Wisdom never works in vain. 

'Tis on some evening, sunny, grateful, mild. 

When nought but bdm is breathing through the wood) 
With yellow lustre bright, that the new tribes 
Virit the spacious heavens, and look abroad 
conunoD, far as they ewsee. 






‘^6? wjDg, dieir range and pasture. O’er the bough* 
Dancing about, still at the gidd}' verge 
Their resolution fails ; tlioir pinions still, 

In loose libration stretch'd, to trust the void 
Trembliijg'refuse; till down before them lly 
Tlie parent guides, and chide, evhort, eoininand. 

Or push them oil’. The surging air rc'ceives 
Ae plumy burden >and their self-taught wings 
AVinnow the wa\iug elemenl. On ground 
Alighted, bolder up again they lead, 

Further and farther on, the lengtheiiiiig lliglit; 

Till vanish’d every fear, ami every j)()wcr 
Housed into lifi- and action, light in air 
The aiajiiitted pannits s(‘(> their soaring race, 

And once rejoicing never know them more. 

High from the .summit of a craggy elifl’, 

Hung o’er the deep, sncli as amazing frovxns 
On utmost Kih'.a’s* shore, whosi- lonely race 
Hesign the setting sun to Indian worlds, 

The royal eagle draws his \igorons young. 
Strong-pounced, and ardent witli paternal fin'. 

Now fit to raise a kingdom of their own, 

Jle drives them from his fort, the lowering seat, 

For ages, of his empire ; which, in p( aee, 

Unfltain’d he holds, while many a league to sea 
He wings his course, and pn'ys in distant isles. 

Should 1 u^v' steps turn to the rural seat, 

Wb<j«e lofty elibs, and venerable T>aks, 

Invite the rook, who high amid the boughs, 
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In earlj Spring, his airy city builds, 

And ceaseless caws amusive; there, well-pleased, 

I might the various polity survey 

Of the mix’d houseliold kind. I’he careful hen 

Calls aU her chirping family around. 

Fed and defended by the fearless cock, 

Tthose breast with ardour flames, as on ho walks, 
Graceful, and crows defiance. In tl^ pond. 

The finely checker’d duck, before her train. 

Rows garrulous. The stately-sailwg swan 
Gives out his snowy plumage to the gale; 

Aud, arching proud his neck, with oary feet 
Rears forward fierce, and guards his osier-isle. 
Protective of his young. The turkey nigh. 
Loud-threatening, reddens; Avhile the peacock spreads 
His every-colour’d glory to the sun, 

Aud swims in radiant majesty along. 

O’er the whole homely scene, the cooing dove 
Flies thick in amorous chase, aud wanton rolls 
Tlie glancing eye, and tnnis the changeful neck. 

While thus the gentle tenants of the shade 
Indulge their purt'r loves, the rougher world 
Of brutes, below, rush furious into flame, 

And fierce desire. Through all his lusty veins 
"Ae bull, decp-seorch’d, the raging passion feels. 

Of pasture sick, and negligent of food. 

Scarce seen, he wades among the yellow brfl,om. 

While o’er his ample skies the rambling Sprays 
Liuuriant shoot; or through the mazy wood 
Bege^^ted wanders, nor the enticing bud 

^ouglx it presses on hi* careless dense. 





Ajid oft, iiv^jealous madd’ning fancy 
Hi seoks the fight; and, idly-butting, tiigns 
Hia rival gored in every knotty trunk. 

Him should he meet, the bi'llowing war begins; 

Their eyej flayh fury ; to tlie hollow’d e.arth, 

Whence the sand tlics, they mutter bloody deciis, 
And, groaning deep, the impetuous batth' mix : 
Wliile the lair heifer, b.almy-breiithitig, near, 

Stands kindling up their rage. The trt'inbling steed, 
With this hot impulse^ei/.ed in c\ery nerve, 

Nor heeds the rein, nor lu'ars the sounding thong; 
Blows an* not fell; but ti>.ssing bigb bis lu'.-id. 

And by the well-known jo; to distant [)liiins 
Attracted strong, all wild ho bursts away ; 

O’er rocks, and wood.^^, and craggy monnlains Hies, 
And, neighing, on the aerial siinimit takes 
The exciting gulc : then, sleep-de.'-eendiiig. cleaves 
The headlong torrents foaming down the hills. 

E’en where the madne.ss of the straiten’d stream 
Turns in black eddies round : sueli is the furee 
With which his fnintic heart and sinews swell. 

Nor undelighted by the boimdle.''S Spring 
the broad monstei-s of the foaming cUvp ; 

From the deep ooze and gelid cavern ronstal, 

They flounce and tumble in unwieldy joy- 
Dire were the strain, and dissonant, to sing 
The cruel raptjjrea of the savage kind : 

^w, by this flaihe their native wmth sublimed, 
.'“oam, amid the fury of their heart, 
tW.ia^revoanding waste in fiercer bands, 

)K>iTid lovea. But this, the tbrattn, 



I eing, enraptured, to the British Bair, 

Forbids, and leads me to the mountain-brow, 

Wliere sits the shepherd on the grassy turf, 

Inhaling, healthful, the descending sun. 

Around him feeds his many-bleating flock. 

Of various cadence; and his sportive lambs. 

This way and that convolved, in friskful glee, 

Their frolics play. And now the sprightly race 
Invites them forth ; when swift, the signal given. 
They start away, and sweep the mnssy mound 
That runs around tlie hill: the rampart once 
Of iron war, in ancient barbarous times. 

When disunited Britain ever bled. 

Lost in eternal broil: ere yet she grew 
To this deep-laid indissoluble state, 

Where VV^calth and Commerce lift their golden bead 
And, o’er our labours. Liberty and Law, 

Impartial, watch; the wonder of a world! 

What is this mighty breath, ye curious, say, 

Tliat, in a powerful language, felt, not heard. 
Instructs the fowls of Heaven; and through their*bi 
These arts of love dilTuses ? What, but God ? 
Inspiring God ! who, boundless Spirit all, 

And unremitting Energy, pervades, 

Adjusts, sustains, and agitates the whole. 

He ceaseless works alone, and yet alone 
Seems not to work; with such perfectionJi^med 
la this complex stupendous scheme of tMings. 

But, though conceal’d, to every purer eye 
IJhe^nforming Author in His works appears: 

loyely Springs ih thee, and thy , 





TTbi tmiling 6od is teen; while water, earth, 

Arid air atte^ His bounty; which exalte 
The brute ertotion to this finer thouglit, 

And annual melts their undesigning hearts 
Profusely thus iu teudcniess and joy. 

Still let my song a nobler noU* assume, 

And sing the infuaive force of Spring on man ; 

Wlfen Heaven and ea^lh, ns if contending, vie 
To raise his being, and serene his sonl. 

Can he forbear to join l^ie general smile 
Of Nature ? Can tieree passions vex his breast, 
While every gale is pence, and every grove 
Is melody ? Hence! from the bounteous walks 
Of flowing Spring, ye sordid sons of earth, 

Hard, and unfeeling of another's w'oe; 

Or only lavish to yourselves; away ! 

But come, ye generous minds, in whose wide thought, 
Of all His works, creative Bounty burns 
With warmest beam ; and on your opmi front 
And liberal eye, sits, from his dark ix'treat 
Inviting modest AVant. Nor, till invoked, 

Can restless goodncjjs wait: your active search 
d^eaves no cold wintry' corner unexplored ; 

Like silent-working Heaven, surprising oft 
The lonely heart with unexpected good. 

For you the roving spirit of the wind 

Blowa Spring aj^ad; for you the teeming clouds 

B^iaoend in gladsdbae plenty o’er tha world; 

And th,e aun aheda^hia kindest rays for you, 

ITe Acr^ of hunmn race 1 in these green daya, 



Life flovrs afresh; and young-eyed Health exalts 
Ihe whole creation round. Contentment walks 
The sunny glade, and feels an inward bliss 
Spring o’er his mind, beyond the power of kingi 
To purchase. Pure serenity apace 
Induces thought, and contemplation still. 

By swift degrees the love of Nature works. 

And warms the bosom; till at last gublimed 
To rapture, and enthusiastic heat, 

We feel the present Deity, and t^-sle 
The joy of God to see a happy world ! 

These are tin! sacred feelings of thy heart. 

Thy heart inform’d by reason’s purer ray, 

O Lyttelton, the friend! thy passions thus 
And meditations vary, as at large, 

Courting the Wuse, through llagley Park thou stray’st 
Tlie British Tempo! there along the dale. 

With woods o’erlmng, and shiigg’d with mossy rocks. 
Whence on each hand the gushing waters play. 

And down the rough cascade white-dashing fall. 

Or gleam in lengthen’d vista through the trees, ' 

You silent steal; or sit beneath the shade 
Of solemn oaks, that tuft the swelling mounts 
Thrown graceful round by Nature’s careless hand, 

An^ pensive listen to the various voice 
Of rural peace: the herds, the flocks, the birds. 

The hollow-whispering breeze, the plaint of rills, 

That, purling down amid the twisted ro5^ 

Which creep around, their dewy murmurs shake- 
Onjthe soothed ear. l*rom these abstracted oft, 
wtmder through the philosophic '^wld i 





Where in ^ght train continual wonders rise, 

Or to the tjurious or the pious eye. 

And oft, conducted by historic truth, 

You tread the long extent of backward time; 
Planningi^vith warm beucvoleuce of mind, 

And honest seal unwarp’d by party rage, 

Bntannia’a weal; bow from the venal gulf 
To raise her virtue, aaui her arts revive. 

Or, turning theuee thy view, these gravpr thoughts 
The Muses ehami: wliile, with sure taste refined, 
You draw the inspiring breath of ancient song; 

Till nobly rises, emulous, thy own. 

Perhaps thy loved Lucinda shanks thy walk, 

With soul to thine attuned. Then Nature all 
Wears to the lover's eye a look of love; 

And all the tumult of a guilty world, 

Tost by ungenerous pa.ssion.s, sinks away. 

The tender heart is animated pea<‘e; 

And as it pours its copioii.s treasures forth. 

In varied converse, softening every theme, 

You, frequent-pausing, turn, and from her eyes. 
Where meeken’d sense, and amiable grace. 

And lively sweetness dwell, enraptured, drink 
That nameless spirit of ethereal joy. 

Inimitable happiness 1 which love. 

Alone, bestows, and on a favour’d few. 

Meantime yot^;ain the height, from whose fair brow 
The bunting prospect spreads imTnense around: 

And snatch’d o’er hill and dale, and wood and lawn, 
Afld terdant field, and darkening h^th betweei^ 
Aj^ tyihgM emlptKUD’d soft in bmsi, 



And spiry towns by Surging columns mark’d 
Of household smoke, your eye excursive roams : 
Wide-stretching fix)m the hall, in whose kind haun 
The hospitable genius lingers still, 

To where the broken landscape, by degrees, 
Ascending, roughens into rigid hills; 

O’er which the Cambrian mountains, like far clouds 
That skirt the blue horizon,' dusky^rise. 

Flush’d by the spirit of the genial year. 

Now from the virgin's cheek a ftesher bloom 
Shoots, less and less, the live carnation round; 
ller lips blush deeper sweets: she breathes of youth; 
The shining moisture swells into her eyes, 

In brighter flow; her wishing bosom heaves. 

With palpitations wild; kind tumults seize 
Her veins, and all her yielding soul is love. 

From the keen gaze her lover turns away. 

Full of the dear ecstatic power, and sick 
With sighing languishmont. Ah then, ye fair! 

Be greatly cautious of your sliding hearts: 

Dare not the infectious sigh ; the pleading look, 
Down-cast and low, in meek submission dress’d. 

But full of guile. Lot not the fervent tongue. 
Prompt to deceive, with adulation smooth, 

Ga^in on your purposed will. Nor in the bower, 
WTiere woodbines flaunt, and roses shed a couch. 
While evening draws her crimson curtaij^s round 
Trust your soft minutes with betraying man. 

An.d let the aspiring youth beware of love, 

Of^e smooth ^anoe beware; fiw ’tis too late, 
on hishesrt tbe wonf 
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ITbffli wisiiom prostrate lies, and fiiding fame 
‘lJia(»lv6i;m air away; while tlio ibnd soul, 

Wrapp’d in gay visions of unreal bliss, 

Still paints the illusive form; tlio kindling grace; 

The entiging smile; the modest-seeming eye. 

Beneath whose beauteous beams, belying Heaven, 

Lurk searehless cunning, cruelty, and death: 

And still, fake-warbling in his cheated ear. 

Her siren voice, enchanting, draws him on 
To guileftil shores, and meads of fatal joy. 

E’en present, in the very lap of love 
Inglorious laid ; while music ilows around. 

Perfumes, and oils, and wine, and wanton hours ; 

Amid the roses fierce Kepcntance rears 

Her snaky crest: a quick returuirig pang 

Shoots through the conscious heart; where honour still, 

And great design, against the oppressive load 

Of luxury, by fils, impatient heave. 

But absent, what fantastic woes, aroused, 

Kagejn each thought, by restless musing fed, 

Chill the warm cheek, and blast the bhsjm of life! 
Neglected fortune flies ; and sliding swill, 

Prone into ruin fall his scorn'd affairs. 

'Tis nought but gloom around : the darken’d sun 
Loses his light. The rosy-bosom’d Spring 
To weeping fancy pines; and yon bright arch. 
Contracted, b^^^ds into a dusky vault. 

All Nature fades extinct: and sh? alone, 

Heard, felt, and seen, possesses every thought, 

Pflto every aenae, and pants in every vein. 

£*mal dulneea—tedioda fiuedat 
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And sad amid the social band he site, 

Lonely, and unattentire. From his tongue 
The unfinish’d period falls: while, borne away 
On swelling thought, his wafted spirit flies 
To the vaiu bosom of his distant fair; 

And leaves the semblance of a lover, fix’d 
In melancholy site, with head declined. 

And love-dejected eyes. Sudden h« starts, 

Shook from his tender trance, and restless runs 
To glimmering shades, aud sympathetic glooms; 
"Where the dun umbrage, o’er the falling stream, 
Romantic, hangs; there through the pensive dusk 
Strays, in heart-thrilling meditation lost. 
Indulging all to love: or on the bank 
Throw n amid drooping lilies, swells the breeze 
With sighs unceasing, and the brook with tears. 

Thus in soft anguish he consumes the day, 

Nor quits his deep retirement, till the moon 
Peeps through the chambers of the fleecy east. 
Enlighten’d by degrees, and in her train 
Leads on the gentle hours ; then forth he walks. 
Beneath the trembling languish of her beam. 
With soften’d soul, and woos the bird of eve 
,To mingle woes with his; or, while the world 
And all the sons of care lie hush’d in sleep, 
Associates with the midnight shadow’s drear; 

And, sighing to the lonely taper, pours 
His idly-tortured heaH into the page. 

Meant for the moving messenger of love; 

Wkere rapture bums on rapture, every line 
With riaiiig fieiusy fired. But if <m 



IVelirious flung, sleep from his pillow flies, 
All niglit bo tosses, nor the balmy power 
In any posture finds j till the grey mom 
Lifts her pale lustre on the paler wretch, 
Bxanimate by l^-c: and then, perhaps. 
Exhausted Nature sinks awhile to fest, 

9tiU interrupted by distracted dreams, 

Ihat o’er the sick imagination rise, 

Asd. jn'^&dk ocd(ftr« paint misuc tiMpet 





Oft wifch the enchantrees of his soul he talks; 
Sometimes in crowds distress’d; or if retired 
To secret winding flower-enwoven bowers, 

Far from the dull impertinence of man, 

Just as he, credulous, his endless cares 
Begins to lose in blind oblivious love. 

Snatch’d from her yielded hand, ho knows not how. 
Through forests huge, and long untiyivell’d heaths. 
With desolation brown, he wanders waste. 

In night and tempest wrapp’d: 05 shrinks aghast, 
Back from the bending precipice; or wades 
The turbid stream below, and strives to reach 
The farther shore; where succourless and sad. 

She with extended arms his aid implores; 

But strives in vain: borne by the outrageous flood 
To distance down, he rides the ridgy wave, 

Or, whelm’d beneath the boiling eddy, sinks. 

These are the charming agonies of love. 

Whose misery delights. But through the heart 
Should jealousy its venom once diffuse, 

’Tis then delightful misery no more. 

But agony unmii’d, incessant gall. 

Corroding every thought, and blasting all 
Love’s paradise. Te fairy prospects, then, 

Te beds of roses, and ye bowers of joy. 

Farewell! ye gleanings of departed peace. 

Shine out yoim last: the yellow-tinging plague 
Internal vision taints, and, in a night 
Df livid gloom, imagination wraps. 

Ah then I instead of love enliven’d cheeks, 

. Of sunny features, and of ardenLetes « 
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Witli flowinlf mpture bright, d»rk look* rocceed, 
Suffoecd and glaring with untender fire; 

A clouded aapect, and a burning cheek, 

Where the whole poison’d eoul, malignant, mte. 

And frights love away. Ten thousand fears, 
Invented wild, ten thousand frantic views 
Of horrid rivals, hanging on the charms 
For which ho melts ia fondness, eat him up 
With fervent anguish, and consuming rage, 
lu vain reproaches lenditheir idle aid, 

Deceitful pride, and resolution frail, 

Giving false pence a moment. Fancy pours, 

Afresh, her beauties on his busy tliouglit, 

Her first endearments twining round the soul, 

With all the witchcraft of ensnaring love. 

Straight the fierc'e storm iiivilives his mind anew, 
Flames through the nerves, and boils along the veins 
While anxious doubt distracts the tortured heart; 
For e’en tlie sad asserance of his fears 
Were ease to what he feels. Thus the warm youth, 
Whom love deludes into his thoruy wilds. 

Through flowery tempting paths, or leads a life 
'OJ fever’d rapture, or of cruel care; 

His brightest aims extiuguish’d all, aud all 
Hi| lively moments running down to waste. 

But happy they! the happiest of their kind 1 

blei^. 

!Eb«t pftoe, bat humoof 


Wbom gentler stars unite, and in one fate 
Their hearts, t h» fort unes, and their beings 
’Ti* not tic STinnimn laws, 

^ and foreign to the mind, 



42 




Attuning all their pasaiona into love; 

Where Friendship full-eierts her softer power, 
Perfect esteem enliven’d by desire 
Ineffable, and sympathy of soul; 

Thought meeting thought, and will preventing will. 
With boundless confidence: for nought but love 
Can answer love, and render bliss secure. 

Let him, ungenerous, who, alone iijtcnt 
To bless himself, from sordid parents buys 
The loathing virgin, in eternal ciye, 

Well-merited, consume his nights and days: 

Let barbarous nations, whose inhuman love 
Is wild desire, fierce as the suns they feel; 

Let eastern tyrants from the light of Heaven 
Seclude their bosom-slaves, meanly possess’d 
Of a mere lifeless, violated form : 

While those w'hom love cements in holy faith, 

And equal transport, free as Nature live. 
Disdaining fear. What is the world to them. 

Its pomp, its pleasure, and its nonsense all, 

AV’^ho in each other clasp whatever fair 
High fancy forms, and lavish hearts can wish! 
Something than beauty dearer, should they look 
Or on the mind, or mind-illumined face; 

Tryth, goodness, honour, harmony, and love. 

The richest bounty of indulgent Heaven. 
Meantime a smiling offspring rises round, 

And mingle* both their graces. By dd^es. 

The human blossom blows; and day, 

8 o^ as it rolls along, shows some new charm. 

The father’s lustre, uid the mother’* ibioom. 



Then infant reason grows apace, and calls 
For the kind hand of an assidiunis care. 
Delightful task! to rear the tender thought, 

To teacli the young idea how to shoot, 

To pour the fresh instruction o’er tlie mind, 

To brejtho the enlivening spirit, and to lii 
The generous purpose in the glow ing bn'ast. 

Oh, 8|)eak the joy! ye, whom tlie sudden tear 
’Stirpriscs often, while yon look around. 

And nothing strikes your eye but sights of bliss. 
All various A'aturo preasing on the heart: 

An elegant sufllciency, content, 

Eetireraent, rurnj quiet, friendship, books. 

Ease and alterqste labour, useful life, 
Progressivrf^virtuepiuid approving Heaven! 
•■"foeaflr^SrB tho matchleas joys of virtuous love; 

■ Ajj 4 thuf^hwF mftnenta fly. The Seaaons Ihut, 
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A» ceaseless round a jarring world they roU, 
Still find them happy; and consenting Spring 
Sheds her own rosy garland on their heads: 
Till evening comes at last, serene and mild; 
When after the long vernal day of life, 
Enamour’d more, as more remembrance swells 
With many a proof of recollected love. 
Together down they sink in social sleep; 
Together freed, their gentle spirits fly 
To scenes where love and bliss itneiortal reign. 
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Th« fnbj«ct Tntoc*Uon. Ad'ln^ to Mr. "Dodlniftoii. Aa 

hilroductory roflection cm th© motion of tb© h<*»v©nl7^ hodw^j «b©n©© Ih© 
voo©©i«ioTi of the peMonn. Ai tho fnce of Nature m Ihia fteMon iS dm<««i 
noiforni, the pnigret* of lh« poem i» a de*.nption of a vumroer't <l*y. Th© 
d»wa Hun-rUiog. Hymn to the eon. Forcno<io. Hummer m««ol« 
dMcrited. ' H»j-mAkmg. Hbeep-ehcaring. Nounnlay. A woodland r©> 
treot. Groop or herd^ and flochi. A aolemn frrove- how H afleeU a 
oontemplatire mind. A cataract, and mde icene. Vt#w of anmmer in Iba 
torrid aone. Storm of thaoder and lightning. A talc. The ttorm orer. 
Aaereneafternoon. Bathing. Hoorof waUiing. Traneilloo to th© proapeet 
of a rich, woU-cultirated ooontry; which introduce* a panrerru? on tliwat 
Britaia. 8un>©et Kreoing. Night. Hummer tuetoor*. A oomel. Tba 
vhok oooclodiQg with th© praiac of phUotophy. 


Fboh brighteniiig fields of ethe»CHr disclosed, 
Child oC.the Bun,^srffulgcnt Summer comes, 
la pp A of jouth, and felt through deptl^: 

Be OQlBM etteii^^ bf the sultry hoars, 
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And ever-fanning bree*e8, on his way; 

While, from hia ardent look, the turning Spring 
Averts her blushful face; and earth, and skies, 
All-smiling, to his hot dominion leaves.'*' 

Hence, let mo haste into the mid-wood shade, 
Where scarce a sunbeam wanders through the gloom; 
And on the dark-green grass, beside the brink 



Of haunted stream, that by the roots of oak 
Eolls o’er the rocky channel, lie at large. 

And sing the glories of the circling year. 

Come, Inspiration! from thy hermit-seat, 

By mortal seldom found: may Fancy dare. 
From thy fix’d serioua.eye, and raptured glance 
Shot on surrounding Heaven, tostggj/ lodfe-^ 
Creative of the Po^t, ever^jj^^^ 






And thou, my youthful Muse’s early frieud, 

In.whom the human graces all unite: 

Pure^light of mind, and tenderness of heart; 

Genius, and wisdom ; the gay social sense, 

By di^ncy chastised; goodness and wit, 

In s^dom-meeting harmony combined; 

Unblemish’d honour, and an active zeal 
Fot Britain’s glory, liberty, and man: 

O Dodington! attend my rural song. 

Stoop to my theme, insj^irit every line, 

And teach me to deserve thy just applause. 

With what an awful world-rcvolviiig power 
Were first the unwieldy planets launch’d along 
The illimitable void! thus to remain. 

Amid the flux of many thousand years. 

That oft has swept the toiling race of men, 

And all their labour’d monuments away. 

Firm, unremitting, matchless, in their course; 

To the kind-temper’d change of night and day. 

And of the Seasons ever stealing round, 

Minuttly faithful: such the All-perfect Hand 
That poised, impels, and rules the steady whole. 

When now no more the alternate Twins are fired, 
And Cancer reddens with the solar blaze, 

Short is the doubtful empire of the night; 

And soon, observant of approaching day. 

The meek-eyed mom appears, mother of dews, 

At first faint-gleaming in this dapplsd east: 

TSll far o’er ether spreads the widening glow, 

And, from before the lustre of her free, 

li^te brqfdc the c^uds away. With quid^’d V 
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Brown Night retires: young Day pours in apace, 
And 0[K‘n8 all the lawny prospect wide. 

The dripping rock, the mountain’s misty top, 
Hwellon the sight, and brighten with the dawu. 

Blue, through the dusk, the smoking currents shine; 
And from the bladod field the fearful hare 
Limps, awkward; while along the forest-glade 
The wild deer trip, and often turnj^pg gaze 
At early passenger. IVlusic awakes 
The native voice of undissemblei^ joy ; 

.\nd thick around the woodland hymns arise. 

Housed hy the cock, the soon-clad shepherd leaves 
Ilis mossy cottage, where with peace he dwells; 

And from the crowded fold, in order, drives 
IIis lloek, to taste the verdure of the morn. 

Falsely lu.'turious! will not man awake; 

And, springing from the hed of sloth, enjoy 
The cool, the fragrant, and the silent hour, 

T'o meditation due, and s.acred song ? 

For is there aught in sleep can charm the wise ? 

To lie in dc.ad oblivion, losing half 
The lleeting moments of too short a life; 

Total e.xtinction of the enlighten’d soul! 

3 r else to feverish vanilv alive, 
kVJhhir’d, and tossing through distemper’d dreaiuo i 
kVho would in such a gloomy state remain 
jonger than Nature craves; when every Muse 
Vnd every blooming*pleasure wait without, 

Po bless the wildly-devioua morning-walk P 
But yonder comes the powerful King of Day, 
Voicing in the east’ The leasenin^^ud, • 



TIk' kindling azure, and the mountain’s brow 
Illunu'd with fluid gold, his near approach 
Betoken glad. Lo! now', appaient all. 

Aslant the dew-bright earth, and colour’d air, 

He looks in boundless majesty abroad ; 

And sheds the shining day, that burnish’d plays 
On rocks, and hills, and towers, and wandering streams 
High gleaming from afar. Prime clieerer. Light! 

Of all material beings first, and bert! 

Efflux divine! Nature’s resplendent robe! 

'Without whose vesting beauty all were wrapt 
unewMittlid gl^m; and thou, O 3un 1 
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Soul of surrounding worlds! in whom best seen 
Shines out thy Maker! may I sing of thee ? 

’Tis by thy secret, strong, attractive force, 

As with a chain indissoluble bound. 

Thy system rolls entire: from the far bourne 
Of utmost Saturn, wheeling wide his round 
Of thirty years, to Mercury, whose disk 
Can scarce be caught by pbilosophie eye, 

Ijost in the near effulgence of thy blaze. 

Informer of the planetary trait*! 

Without whoso quickening glance their cumbrous orbs 
Wert; brute unlovely mass, inert and dead, 

A nd not, as now, the green abodes of life! 

How many forms of being wmit on thee! 

Inhaling spirit; from the unfetter’d mind. 

By thee sublimed, down to the daily race. 

The mixing myriads of thy setting beam. 

Tho vegetable world is also thine, 

Parent of Seasons! who the pomp precede 
That waits thy throne, ns through thy vast domaii^ 
Annual, along the bright ecliptic road. 

In world-rc'joicing slate, it moves sublime. 

Meantime the expecting nations, circled gay 
^With all the various tribes of foodful earth, 

Implore thy bounty, or send grateful up 
A common hymn: wliile. round tby beaming car. 
High-seen, tlie Seasons lead, in sprightly dance 
Harmonious knit, th^ roay-linger’d hours, 

The zephyrs floating loose, the timely rains. 

Of bloom ethereal the light-footed dews, 

Boften'd into joy the surly stonnft 





These, in BucoBssire turn, with lavish hand. 

Shower every jbeauty, every fragrance shower. 

Herbs, flowen, and fmits; till, kindling at thy touch. 
From land to land is flush’d the vernal year. 

Nor to the surface of enliven’d earth. 

Graceful with hills and dales, and leafy woods, 

Her liberal tresses, is thy force confined: 

But, to the bowel’d envern darting deep, 

The mineral kinds confess thy mighty power, 
EflTulgcnt, hence the voiny marble shines; 

Hence Labour draws his tools; hence burnish’d War 
Gleams on the day ; the nobler works of Peace 
Hence bless mankind, and generous Comnterco binds 
The round of nations in a golden chain. 

The unfruitful rock itself, impregn’d by thee, 

In dark retirement forms the lucid stone. 

The lively diamond drinks thy purest rays. 

Collected light, compact; that, polish’d bright. 

And all its native lustre let abroad, 

Dares^as it sparkles on the fair-one’s breast. 

With vain ambition emulate her eyes. 

At thee the ruby lights its deepening glow. 

And with a waving radiance inward flames. 

From thee the sapphire, solid ether, takes 
Its hue cerulean; and, of evening tinct. 

The purple-streaming amethyst is thine. 

With thy own smile the yellow topaz burns. 

Nor deeper verdure dyes the robe 6f Springy 
When first she gives it to the southern gale, 

Thau the green emerald shows. But, all combined, 
Ol'hiek tb^br^ tfaiff irhitening opal play thy beanii j- 
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Or, fijing several from its surface, form 
A trembling variance of revolving hues, 

As the site varies in the gazer’s hand. 

The very dead creation, from thy touch, 

Assumes a mimic life. By thee refined, 

In brighter mazes the relueent stream 
Plays o’er tlie Jiicad. The precipice abrupt, 
Projecting horror on the blackeu’ddlood, 

Softens at thy return. The desert joys 
Wildly, through all his mclanelnjy bounds. 

Kudo ruins glitter; and the briny deep. 

Seen from some pointed promontory’s top, 
far to the blue horizon’s utmost verge, 

Itestlesa, rcllects a floating gleam. But this. 

And all the much-transported Muse can sing. 

Are to thy beauty, dignity, and use, 

Unequal far; great delegated source 
Of light, and life, and grace, and joy below! 

How shall 1 then attempt to sing of Him ! 

Who, light Himself, in uncreated light 
Invested decji, dwells awfully retired 
i rom mortal eye, or angel’s purer ken ; 
iV'hose single smile has, from the first of time, 

■'ill’d, overflowing, all those lamps of Heaven, 

’h»t beam for ever tlirough the boundless sky; 

Jut, should He hide His face, the astonish’d sun, 
end all the extinguish’d stars, would loosening reel 
Vido from their spheres, and chaos come again. 

And yet was every faltering tongue of man, 
t^ighty Fatljer, silent in Thy praise, 

^ works themselves would raise a ^eral Tsio^' 





E’en in tbe depth of solitary woods 
ByMiunian foot untrod; proclaim Thy power, 

And to the choir celestial Thee resound, 

The eternal cause, support, and end of all! 

To mo be Nature’s volume broad display’d; 

And to peruse its all-inatructing page. 

Or, haply catching inspiration thence. 

Some easy passage, rijptured, to translate. 

My sole delight; as through the falling glooms 
Pensive I stray, or, witjj the rising dawn, 

On Fancy’s eagle-wing excursive soar. 

Now, naming up tlic heavens, the potent sun 
Melts into limpid air the high-raised clouds. 

And morning fogs, that hover’d round the hills 
In party-colour’d bands; till wide unveil’d 
The face of Nature shines, from where earth seems, 
Fnr-stretch’d around, to meet the bending sphere. 

Half in a blush of clustering roses lost. 
Dew-dropping Coolness to the shade retires; 

Tliere, on the verdant turf, or flowery bed. 

By geTid founts and careless rills to muse; 

While tyrant Heat, dispreading through the sky, 
^^ith rapid away, his burning influence darts 
On man, and beast, and herb, and tepid stream. 

Who can unpitying see the flowery race. 

Shed by the mom, their new-flush’d,bloom resign. 
Before the parching beam ? So fade the fair. 

When fevers revel through their azure veins. 

But one, the lofty follower of the sun, 

Sad when he sets, shuts up her yellow leaves. 
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Ilome, from his morning task, the swain retreats 
His flock before him stepping to the fold: 

While the full-udder’d mother lows around 
The cheerful cottage, then expecting food, 

The food of innocence and health ! the daw, 

The rook, and magpie, to the grey-grown oaks 
That the, calm village in their verdant arms. 
Sheltering, embrace, direct their lazy flight; 

Where on the mingling boughs they sit embower’d, 
All the hot noon, till cooler houij arise. 

Faint, underneath, the household fowls convene; 
And, in a corner of the buzzing shade, 
rile houw'-dog, with the vacant greyhound, lies, 
Outstretch’d, and sh.'cpy. In his slumbers one 
Attacks the nightly thief, and one exults 
O’er hill and dale; till, w'aken’d by the wasp. 

They starting snap. Nor shall the Muse disdain 

To let the little noisy summer-race 

Live in her lay, and flutter through her song: 

Not mean, though simple; to the sun allied, 

I'rom him they draw their animating fire. 

Waked by his warmer ray, the reptile young 
Come wing d abroad; by the light air upborne. 
Lighter, and full of soul. From every chink 
• And secret corner, where they slept away 
The wintry storms; or rising from their tombs, 

To higher life; by myriads, forth at once. 

Swarming they pour^ of all the varied hues 
Their beauty-beaming parent can disclose. 

’Ten thousand forms, ten thousand different tribes, 
j^ple the blaxe. To sunny waters ngme 



By fatdl instinct fly; where on the pool 

They sportive wheel; or, sailing down tho stream, 

Are snatch'd anmediatc, by the quick-eyed trout, 

Or darting salmon. Through the green-wood glndo 
Some love to stray; there lodged, amused, and fed, 

In the fresh leaf. Luxurious, others make 
The meads their choice, and visit every flower, . 

And every latent herb: for the sweet task. 

To propagate their kinds, and where to wrap, 

In w'hat soft beds, thci# young yet undisclosed. 
Employs tlicir tender care. Some to tho house. 

The fold, and dairy, hungry bend their flight; 

Sip round the pail, or taste tho curdling elieese; 

Oft, inadvertent, from the milky stream 
Tliey meet their flite; or, weltering in tho bowl, 

With powerless w ings around them wrapt, expire. 

But ehief to heedless flies the window’ proves 
A constant death ; where, gloomily retired. 

The villain spider lives, cunning, and fierce, 

Mixture abhon’’d! Amid a mangled heap 
Of carcasses, in eager watch he sits, 

O’erlooking all his waving snares around. 

Near the dire cell the dreadless wanderer oft 
Passes, as oft the mfBan shows his front; 

The prey at last ensnared, he dreadftil darts, 

With rapid glide, along the leaning lino; 

And, filing in the wretch his cruel fjings, 

Strikes backward, grimly pleased; the fluttering wing 
And shriller sound declare extreme distress, 

And ask the helping hospitable hand. 

t^e Bring surface of the ground r 




Nor imdelightful is the ceaseless hum, 

To him who muses through the woods at noon j 
Or drowsy shepherd, as he lies recliued, 

With half-shut eyes beneath the floating shade 
Of willows grey, close crowding o’er the brook. 

Gradual, from these what numerous kinds descend, 
Evading o’oii the microscopic eye! 

Full Nature swarms with life; one wondrous mass 
Of auiiuals, or atoms organized. 

Waiting the vital breath, w'hen parent Heaven 
SIwll bid His spirit blow. The hoary fen. 

In putrid steams, emits the living cloud 
Of pestilence. Thpough subterranean cells. 

Whore searching sunbeams scarce can find a wayj^ 
Earth animated heaves. The flowery leaf 
Wants not its soft inhabitants. Secure, 

^ithin its winding citadel, the stonte 
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Jlolds mnliitudes. But chief the forest boughs, 
ThaC dancd unnumber’d to the playful breeze, 

The downy orchard, and the melting pulp 
Of mellow fruit, the nameless nations feed 
Of evanescent insects. Where the pool 
Stands mantled o’er with green, invisible. 

Amid the floating verdure millions stray. 

Eacli liquid, too, whether it pierces, soothes. 
Inflames, refreshes, or exalts the taste. 

With various forms abounds. Nor is the stream 
Of purest crystal, nor the lucid air. 

Though one transparent vacancy it seems. 

Void of their unseen people. Tliesc, conceal’d 
By the kind art of forming Heaven, escape 
The grosser eye of man; for, if the worlds 
In worlds enclosed should on his senses burst. 

From cates ambrosial, and tho nectar’d bowl. 

Ho would abhorrent turn ; and in dead night. 
When silence sleeps o’er all, be stunn’d with noise. 

Let no presuming impious railer tax 
Creative Wisdom, as if aught was form’d 
In vain, or not for admirable ends. 

Shall little haughty Ignorance pronounce 
His works unwise, of which the smallest part 
Exceeds tho narrow vision of her mind ? 

As if upon a full proportion’d dome. 

On swelling columns heav’d, the pride of art! 

A critic fly, whose feeble ray scarce spreads 
An inch around, with blind presumption bold, 
Sbooid dare to tax the structure of the whole, 
jind Uve^tbe mftn,«Khoee universal eve 
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Hm swept at once the unbounded scheme of things; 
Mark’d their dependence so, and firm accord, 

As with unfaltering accent to conclude 
That this availeth nought ? Has any seen 
ITie mighty chain of beings, lessening down 
from Infinite Perfection to the brink 
Of dreary nothing, desolate abyss! 

From which astonish’d thought, recoiling, turns ? 
Till then alone let zealous praise ascend, 

And hymns of holy wonder, to tiiat Power 
Whose wisdom shines ns lovely on our minds, 

As on our smiling eyes His servant-sun. 

Thick iu yon stream of light, a thousand ways, 
U[)ward, and downward, thwarting, and convolved, 
The quivering nations sport; till, tempest-wiug’d. 
Pierce Winter sweeps them from the face of day. 
E’en so luxurious men, unheeding, pass 
An idle summer life, in fortune’s shine, 

A season’s glitter! Thus they flutter on 
From toy to toy, from vanity to vice; 

Till blown away by death, oblivion comes 
Behind, and strikes them from the book of life. 

Now’ swarms the village o’er the jovial mead: 

The rustic youth, brown with meridian toil. 
Healthful and strong; full as the summer-rose 
Blown by prevailing suns, the ruddy maid. 
Half-naked, swelling on the sight, and all 
Her kindled graces bumbg o’er her cheek. 

E’en stooping age is here; and infant hands , 

Trail the long rake, or, with the fragrant load 
ifercharged, aaud the.kind oppress!*! roll ' 
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Wide flies the tedded grain; all in a row 
Advancing broad, or wheeling round tlie field, 
They spresd the breathing harvest to the Sun, 
That throifs refreshful round a rurdl smell: 

Or, as they rake the green-appearing ground, 
And drive the dusky wave along the mead, 
The^russet haycock rises thick behind, 

In order gay. While heard from dale to dale, 
Waking the breeze, resounds the blended voice 
Of happy labour, love, Snd social glee. 

Or rushing thence, in one dift’iisive band, 

They drive the troubled flocks, by many a dog 
Compdl’d, to where the mazy-running brook 
Forms a deep pool; this bank abrupt and high, 
And that fair-spreading in a pebbled shore. 
Urged to the giddy brink, much is the toil. 

The clamour much, of men, and boys, and dogs. 
Ere the soft fearful people to the flood 
Commit their woolly sides. And oft the swain. 
On soqje impatient seizing, hurls them in: 
Embolden’d then, nor hesitating more, 

JPast, fast, they plunge amid the flashing wave, 
Aild, panting, labour to the further shore. 
Eepeated this, till deep the well-wash’d fleece 
Has drunk tho flood, and from his lively haunt 
The trout is banish’d by the sordid stream; 
Heavy, and dripping, to the breezy brow 
Slow move the harmless race: where, as they spi 
Tbeir swelling treasures to the sunny ray, 

Iiil;^' disturb’d, and wondering what this wild 

thmr loud comnhunta 
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WWle tbp glad circle round them yield their soula 
To feative mirth, and wit that knows no gall. 
Meantime, their joyous task goes on apace: 

Some mipgling stir the melted tar, and some, 

Deep on the new-shorn vagrant’s heaving side. 

To stamp the master’s cipher ready stand; 

Others the unwilling wether drag along; 

Anfl, glorying in his might, the sturdy boy 
Holds by the twisted horns the indignant ram. 
Behold where bound, a^d of its robe bereft 
By needy man, that all-depending lord, 

How meek, how patient, the mild creature lies! 
What softness in its melaneholy luce. 

What dumb complaining innocence appears! 

Fear not, ye gentle tribes, ’tis not the knife 
Of horrid slaughter that is o’er you waved; 

No, ’tis the tender swain’s well-guided shears. 
Who having now, to pay his annual care, 

Borrow’d your fleece, to you a cumbrous load, 

Will send you bdunding to your hills again. 

A simple scene! yet hence Britannia secs 
Her solid grandeur rise: hence she commands 
* TJje exalted stores of every brighter clime, 

The treasures of the Sun without his rage: 

Hence, fervent all, with culture, toil, and arts. 
Wide glows her land: her dreadful thunder hence 
Bides o’er the waves sublime, and now, e’en now, 
Impending hangs o’er Gallia’s humbled coast; 
Hence rules the circling deep, and awes the world. 

’Tifl raging noon; and, vertical, the Sun 
Darts OQ^he hea4 direct his forceful rays. 
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O'er Ilenvon and earth, far as the ranging eye 
Can sweep, a dazzling deluge reigns: and all, 

From pole to polo, is undistinguish’d blaze. 

In rain the sight, dejected, to the ground 
Stoops for relief; thence hot-ascending steams 
And keen roHection pain. Deep to the root 
Of vegetation parch’d, the cleaving fields 
And slippcrv lawn an arid hue disclose, 

Blast Fancy’s blooms, and wither e’en the soul. 

Echo no more returns the chccr^iil sound 
Of sharpening scythe: the mower sinking heaps 
O’er him the humid hay, with flowers perfume<l; 

And scarce* a chirping grasshopper is heard 
'I’lirough the dumb mead. Distressful Nature pants. 
The very streams look languid from afar; 

Or, through the unshclter’d glade, impatient, seem 
To hurl into the covert of the grove. 

All-conquering heat, oh! intermit thy wrath ; 

And on my throbbing temples potent thus 
Beam not so fierce! Incessant still you flow, 

And still another fervent flood 8UGcee<l3, 

Pour’d on the head profuse. In vain I sigh. 

And restless turn, and look around for night; 

Night is fur oft; and hotter hours approach. 

Thjice happy he I who on the sunless sido 
Of a romantic mountain, forest-crown’d, 

Beneath the whole collected shade reclines: 

Or in the gelid caverns, woodbine-wrought. 

And fresh bedew’d with ever-spouting streams, 

Sits coolly calm; while aU the world without, ’ 

jijjdhatisfled, and siclr - 
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£mblem iastructive of the Tirtuous man, 

WMb keepb his temper’d mind serene and pure, 

And every'passion aptly harmonized, 

Amid a jarring world mth vice indamcd. 

Welcome, ye shades!'ye bowery thickets, hail! 

Ye lofty pines I ye venerable oaks I 
Te ashes wild, resounding o’er the steep! 

Delicious is your shelter to the soul. 

As to the hunted hart the sallying spring, 

Or stream full-flowing,rfhat his swelling sides 
Laves, as lie floats along the herbaged briuk. 

Cool, through the nerves, your pleasing comfort glide 
The heart beats glad; the fresh-expanded eye 
And ear resume their watch; the sinews knit; 

And life shoots swift through all the lighten’d limbs. 

Around the adjoining brook, that purls along 
The vocal grove, now fretting o’er a rock, 

Now scarcely moving through a reedy pool, 

Now starting to a sudden stream, and now 
Gentlj difl'uBcd into a limpid plain, 

A various group the herds and flocks compose; 

Eural confusion! On the grassy bank 
3(Jme ruminating lie; while others stand 
Half in the flood, and, often bending, sip 
The circling surface. In the middle droops 
The strong laborious ox, of honest front. 

Which incomposed he shakes; and from his sides 
The troublous msects lashes with his tad, 

B^toming still. Amid his subjects safe, 

Slumbers the monarch-swain; his careless arm 
•lbK^.tftund billhead, on downy mew sustain’d { 
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Here laid his scrip, ivith wholesome viands fill’d; 

There, listening every noise, his watchful dog. 

Light fly his slumbers, if perchance a flight 
Of angry gad-flies fasten on the herd, 

Tliat startling R<‘attcr8 from tho.shallow brook, 

In search of lavish stream. Tossing the foam, 

They scorn the keeper’s voice, and scour the plain, 
Through all tlie bright .severity of noon; 

While, from their labouring breasts, a hollow moan 
Proceeding, runs low-bellowing roinid the hills. 

Oft in this season, too, the horse, provoked. 

While his big sinews full of spirits swell, 

Trembling with vigour, in the heat of blood. 

Springs the high fence; and, o’er the field elTnsed, 

Darts on the gloomy flood, with steadfast eye. 

And heart estranged to fear: his nervous chest, 
Luvurinnt and erect, the seat of strength, 

Beai-s down the opposing stream : (luenchlcss his thirst; 
He takes the river at redoubled draughts ; 

And with wide nostrils, snorting, skims the wave. 

Still let me pierce into the midnight tlepth 
Of yonder grove, of wildest largest growth ; 

That, forming high in air a woodland choir, 
iNods o’er the mount beneath. At every step, 

‘ Solemn and slow, tho shadows blacker fall, 

And all is awlul listening gloom around. 

These are the liaunts of lleditalion, these 
scoTies where ancient Bards the inspiring breath, 
Ecstatic, felt; and, from this world retired, 

Conversed with angels, and immortal forms, 

On gracious errauds bent; to save tl^ fall 



Of virtue striiggliug on the brink of vice; 

In waking w'liiapcrs, and rejjcatcd dreams, 

To hint pure thought, and warn the favour’d soul 
For future trials fated to prepare; 

To [jVoinpt the Poet,who devoted gives 
llis Muse to better themes: to soothe the pangs 
Qf dying worth, and from the patriot’s breast 
(Backward to minglo in detested war. 

But foremost when engaged) to turn the death; 
And numberless such offices of love, 

DaOy, and nightly, sealous to perform. 

Shook sudden from the bosom of the sky, 

A thiSnsand shapes or glide athwart the dusk. 

Or stalk majestic on. Deep-roused, I fed 
A tact^ tenor, | severe delight, 
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Creep through my mortal frame; and iuu», meininiiB,^ 

A voice, than human more, the abstracted car 
Of fancy strikes:—“Be not of us afraid, 

Poor kindred man! thy fellow-creatures, we 
From the same Parent-Power our beings drew. 

The same our Lord, and laws, and great pursuit. 

Once some of us, like thee, through stormy life, 

Toil’d, tempest-beaten, ere we could attain 
This holy calm, this harmony of mind. 

Where purity and peace itnmingl(f charms. 

Then fear not us; but, with responsive song. 

Amid these dim recesses, undisturb'd 
By noisy folly^ and diseordant vice. 

Of Nature sing with us, and Nature’s God. 

• Here' frequent, at the visionary hour. 

When musing midnight reigns, or silent noon. 

Angelic haq)8 are in fidl concert heard. 

And voices chanting from the wood-crown’d hill, 

The deepening dale, or inmost sylvan glade: 

A privilege bestow’d by us, alone, 

On Contemplation, or the hallow’d car 
Of Poet, swelling to seraphic strain.” 

And art thou, Stanley,* of that sacred band ? 

,Ala8, for us too soon! thotigh raised ahovo 
Th^reach of human pain, above the flight 
Of human joy; yet, with a mingled ray 
Of sadly pleased remembrance, must thou feci 
A mother’s love, a mother’s tender woe, 

Who seeks thee still, in many a former scene; 

* Xfauthij,waytimHotU Mlbor, wbo at tbc hm oT.vtettsiHlk 




Seeks thy fiiir form, thy lovely beaming eyes, 

Thj* pleasing converse, by gay lively sense 
Inspired: where moral wisdom mildly shone, 

Without the toil of art; and virtue glow’d. 

In all her smiles, without forbidding pride. 

But, 0 thou best of parents! wipe thy tears; 

Or, rather, to Parental Nature pay 
Th 5 tears of grateful joy, who for a while 
Lent thee this younger self, this opening bloom 
Of thy enlighten’d niin^ and geiitle worth. 

Believe the Muse: the wintry blast of death 
Kills not the buds of virtue; no, they apreail. 

Beneath the heavenly beam of brighter suns, 

Through endless ages, into higher powers. 

Thus up the mount, iu airy vision wnipt, 

I stray, regardless whither; till the sound 

Of a near fall of water every sense 

Wakes from the charm of thought: swift-shrinking back, 

I check nty steps and view the broken scene. 

Smooth to tho shelving brink a copious flood 
Bolls lair and placid: where collected all. 

In one impetuous torrent, down the steep 
*It^hundering shoots, and shakes the country round. 

At first, an azure oheet, it rushes bro.ad ; 

Then whitening by degrees, as prone it falls, 

And from the loud-resounding rocks below 
Dash’d in a cloud of foam, it sends aloft 
A hoary mist, and forms a ceaseless shower. 

Nor can the tortured wave here find repose: 

But, raging still amid the shaggy rocks, 

,^ow fi»h*6 o’er tie scatter’d fragments, now 
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Aflliint the liollow channel rapid darts; 

And falling fast from gradual slope to slope, 

With Mild infracted course, and lessen’d roar, 

It gains a salVr hod, and steals, at lust. 

Along the mazes ol the quiet vale. 

Invited iVom the elilf, to whose dark brow 
He clings, the steep-ascending eagle soars, 

With upward pinions through the flood of day 
And, giving full his bosom to'tho blaze, 

(luiiis on the sun ; Mhile all the ^uneful race, 
Smit by allliclive noon, di.sorder’d droop. 

Deep in the tliicket; or, from bower to bower 
liesponsive, force an ii;terruptcd strain. 

The stock-do\e only through the forest coos, 
Mourufull}’ hoarse; oft ceasing from hia plaint, 
Sliort interval of Meary woe! again 
The sad idea of his murder’d mate. 

Struck from his side by savage fowler’s guile, 
Across his fancy comesand then resounds 
A louder song of sorrow through the grove. 

Ueside the d('wy border let mo ait. 

All in the freshness of the humid air: 

There on that hollow’d ror'k, grotesque and wild, 
An ample chair, moss-lined, and over head 
By,llowt‘ring umbrage shaded; whore the bee 
Strays diligent, and with the extracted balm 
Of fragrant woodbine loads his little thigh. 

Now, while I taste the sweetness of the shade, 
While Nature lies around deep-lull’d in noon. 
Now come, bold Fancy, spread a daring flight, 
KpA view tlie wonders of the torrid aqpe: 
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CKmes onrd^tiijg! with whose rage compared, 

Yo» blare ia feeble, and yon skies are cool. 

See, how at once the bright clfulgcnt sun, 

Eising direct, swift chases from tlie sky 
The short-lived twilight; and witli ardent blazo 
Looks gaily fierce o’er all the dazzling air: 

Ho mounts his throne; but kind before him sends, 
lading from out the portals of the mom, 

The general breeze,* to mitigate his fire. 

And breathe refrcshmc|it on a fainting world. 

Great arc the scenes, with dreadful beauty crown’d . 
And barbarous wealth, that ace, each circling year, 
Eeturning suns and double se.asonst pass: 

Eocks rich in gems, and mountains big with mines. 

That on the high equator ridgy rise. 

Whence many a bursting stream auriferous plays: 
Majestic woods, of every vigorous green. 

Stage above stage, high waving o’<'r the hills; 

Or to the far horizon w ide dilliised, 

A boundless deep immensity of shade. 

Herelofty trees, to ancient song unknown, 

The noble sons of potent heat and Hoods 
'P^one-ru^hing from the clouds, rear high to Heaven 
Their thorny stems, and broad around them throw 
Meridian gloom. Here, in eternal prime, 

Unnumber’d fruits of keen delicious taste 
And vital spirit, drink amid the cliffs, 

* Which bk)W« ccrastantijf, l>etwM'n the tropics, from the o»rt, or 
eoUaterti pomte, the nodh.eut end south.cuiit j uaueej by the prcuaon 
th* yueCed eir os that before It, accordiog to the diuinad motion of the 
CMt to weM. 

t lafO otmuitei between the tropux, the son, m be puui end repuMf ia 
i« twlc* » yew nrticii, wbub prodttoee this effeet. 
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And burning sanda that bank the shrubby vales, 
Jiedoublcd day, yet in their rugged coats 
A friendly juice to cool its rage contain. 

Bear me, Pomona, to thy citron groves; 

To wliere the lemon and the piercing lime, 

With the deep orange, glowing through the green, 
Their lighter glories blend. Lay me reclined 
Beneath the spreading tamarind, that sliakes, 

Fann’d by the breeze, its fe\ er-eooling fruit. 

Deep in the night the massy loeu|t sheds. 

Quench my hot limbs; or lead me through the maze 
Embowering endless, of the Indian fig; 

Or thrown at gayer eaa(', on some fair brow, 

Eet me behold, by breezy murmurs cool’d, 
liroad o’er ray head the verdant cedar wave, 

And high palmetos lift their graceful shade. 

Or, stretch’d amid those orchards of the sun, 

Give me to drain the cocoa’s milky bowl, 

And from the palm to draw its freshening wine, 
More bounteous fur than all the frantic juice 
Which Bacchus pours ! Nor, on its slender twigs' 
Low-bending, be the full pomegranato scorn’d; 

Nor, cret'ping through the woods, the gelid raco 
Of berries. Oft in humble station dwells 
Unl)oa.stfnl worth, nbo\e fastidious pomp. 

AVitness, thoU best Anana, thou the pride 
Of vegetable life, beyond whate’er 
The poets imaged in the golden age: 

Quick let me strip tliee of thy tufty coat. 

Spread thy ambrosial stores, and feast with Jove 1 
.From these the prospect varies. Piains imiiienae 
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. Lie etretch'S Below, interminable meads, 

And mt sarannalis, where the wandering eye, 
Unfix’d, is in a verdant ocean lost. 

Another Flora there, of bolder hues. 

And richer iweets, beyond our garden’s pride, • 
Plays o’er the fields, and showers with sudden hand 
Exuberant Spring: for oft these valleys shift 
Their green embroider’d robe to fiery brown, 

And swift to green again, as scorching suns, 

Or streaming dews and»torrcnt rains, prevail. 

Along these lonely regions where, retired 
From little scenes of art, great Nature dwells 
In awful solitude, and nought is seen 
But the wild herds that own no master’s stall. 
Prodigious rivers roll their fattening seas: 

On whose luxuriant herbage, half-eonceal’d. 

Like a fallen cedar, far dilfuscd his train, 

Cased in green scales, the crocodile extends. 

The flood disparts: behold ! iji plaited mail 
Behemoth* rears his head. Glanced from his side. 
The darted steel in idle shivers flies: 
lie fearless walks tlic plain, or seeks the hills; 
\Vfcere, as he crops his varied fare, tho herds, 

In widening circle round, forget their food. 

And at the harmless stranger wondering gaze. 

Peaceful, beneath primeval trees, that cast 
Their ample shade o’er Niger’s yellow stream. 

And where the Ganges rolls his sacred wave; 

Or mid the central depth of blackening woods. 
High raised in solemn theatre around, 

* ni W rl«ci4Hn^ 
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Leans the huge elephant: wisest of brutes^! 

0 truly wise, with gentle might endow’d, 

Though powerful, not destructive! here ho secs 
Itcvolving ages sweep the changeful earth, ' 

And empires rise and fall; regardless he 

Of what the never-resting race of men 

Project: thrice happy! could he ’scape their guile, 

Who mine, from cruel avarice, his steps; 

Or with his towery grandeur swell their state, 

The pride of kings! or else his sircnglh pervert, 

And bid him rage amid the mortal fray. 

Astonish’d at the madness of mankind. 

Wide o’er the winding urnbi-agaof the floods. 

Like vivid blossoms glowing from afar. 

Thick swarm the brighter birds. For Nature’s hand 
That with a sportive vanity has deck’d 
The plumcy nations, there her gayest hues 
Profusely pouiw. Put, if she bids tlicin shine. 

Array'd in all the beauteous beams of day, 

Yet frugal still, she bumbles them in song.* 

Nor envy wc the gaudy robes they lent 
Proud Montezuma’s realm, whose legions cast 
A boundless radiance waving on the sun, , 

While Philomel is ours; while in our shades, 

Tllfough the soft silence of the listening night, 

The sober-suited songstress trills her lay. 

But come, my Muse, the desert-barrier burst, 

A wild expanse of lifeless sand and sky: 

And, Bwiflcr than the toUiug caravan, 

* la an the Mgtoni of th* torrid sos* th* biid», tiwotlj mow beaatif^ iKfV’ 
an oWmd ti) bo M maWioui tJuh OUT*, 





Shoot o’er t|e* vale of Sennar; ardent climb 
The*Nubian mountains, and the secret bounds 
Of jealous Abyssinia boldly pierce. 

Thou art no ruffian, who beneath the mask 
Of social commerce com'st to rob their wealth ; 
No holy fury thou, blaspheming Heaven, 

With consecrated steel to stab their peace, 

AnS through the laud, yet red from civil wounds, 
To spread the purple tyranny of Nome. 

Thou, like the harmlcss^bec, may’st freely range. 
From mead to mead bright with esulted Howcrs, 
From jasmine grove to grove may’st waiider gay. 
Through pahny shades and aromatic woods, 

That grace the plains, invest the peopled hills. 
And up the more than Alpine mountains wave. 
There on the breezy summit, spreading fair 
For many a league; or on stupendous rocks. 

That from the sun-redoubling valley lift. 

Cool to the middle air, their lawny tops. 

Where palaces, and fanes, and villas rise, 

And gardens smile around, and cultured fields; 
And fountains gush, and careless herds and flocks 
^c«urely stray; a world within itself, 

Disdaining all assault: there let me d.'-aw 
Ethereal soul, there drink reviving gales. 
Profusely breathing from the spicy groves. 

And vales of fragrance; there at distance hear 
The roaring floods, and cataracts, that sweep 
ITroro disembowel’d earth the virgin gold; 

^And o’er the varied landscape, restless, rove, 
;F^ent Tsith. life of every fairer -kind; 
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A land of wonders! which the sun still ey^a 
With ray direct, as of the lovely realm 
Enamour’d, and delighting there to dwell. 

Row changed the scene! In blazing height of noon, 
The sun, oppress’d, is plunged in thickest gloom. 

Still horror reigns, a dreary twilight round 
Of struggling night and day malignant mix’d. 

For to the liot equator crowding fast, 

Where, highly rarefied, the yielding air 
Admits their stream, incessant vgpoiirs roll, 

Amazing clouds on clouds continual heap’d; 

Or whirl’d tempestuous by the gusty wiud. 

Or silent borne along, heavy, and slow. 

With the big stores of steaming oceans charged. 
Meantime, amid these upper seas, condensed 
Around the cold aerial mountain’s brow, 

And by conflicting winds together dash’d, 

The thunder holds his black tremendous throne; 

Fnnn cloud to cloud the rending liglitniugs rage; 

Till, in the furious elemental w'ar 
Dissolved, the whole precipitated mass 
Unbroken floods and solid torrents pours. 

The treasures the.se, hid from the bounded search 
Of ancient knowledge; whence with annual pomp, 
]ii«h king of ll )ods! o’erflows the swelling Nile. 

From his two springs, in Gojurn’s sunny realm, 
Pupc-welling out, he through the lucid lake 
Of fair Dambea rolls his infant stream. 

There, by the Naiads nursed, he sports away 
His playful youth, amid the fragraut isles, 

Tlurt with unfading verdure smile around. 
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Ambitioui, Jhence the manly river breaks; 

Afid gathering many a flood, and copious fed 
With all the mellow’d treasures of the sky, 

Winds in progressive majesty along: 

Through splendid kingdoms now devolves his maze. 
Now wanders wild o’er solitary tracts 
Of life-deeerted sand; till, glad to quit 
tIio joyless desert, down the Nubian rocks, 

From thundering steep to steep he pours his urn. 
And Egypt joys beneath the spreading wave. 

His brother Niger, too, and all the floods 
In which the full-lbrin’d maids of Afric lave 
Their jetty limbs; and all that from tlie tract 
Of woody mountains stretch’d through gorgeous Ind 
Fall on Cor’niandel’s coast, or Itlalabar; 

From Menam’s* orient stream, that nightly shines 
With insect-lamps, to where Aurora sheds 
Ou Indus’ smiling banks the rosy shower: 

All, at this bounteous season, ope their urns. 

And j)our untoiling harvest o’er the land. 

Nor less thy world, Columbus, drinks, refresh’d, 
The lavish moisture of the melting year. 

Wide o’er his isles, the branching Orouoque 
noils a brown deluge; and the native drives 
To dwell aloft on life-sufiicing trees, 

At once his dome, his robe, his food, and arms. 
Svrell’d by a thousand streams, impetuous hurl’d 
From all the roaring Andes, huge descends 


• The rirer thet run* through Siain, on whoee banhi • mi ^ 
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The mighty Oi^pllana.* Scarce the Muse 
Dares stretch her wing o’er this enormous mass 
Of rushing water; scarce she dares attempt 
The sea-like Plata; to whose dread expause, 
Continuous depth, and wondrous length of course, 

Our floods are rills. With unabated force, 

In silent dignity they sweep along, 

And traverse realms unknown, and blooming wilds. 
And fruitful deserts, worlds of solitude. 

Where the sun smiles and seasons teem ua vain, 
Unseen and unenjoy’d. Forsaking tliese, 

O’er peopled plains they fuir-dilFusive flow. 

And many a nation feed, and circle safe. 

In their soft bosom, many a happy isle; 

The seat of blameless Pan, jet uudisturb’d 
By Christian crinios and Europe’s cruel sons. 

Tims pouring on, they proudly seek the deep. 

Whose vanquish’d tide recoiling from the shock, 

Yields to the liquid weight of half the globe ; 

And Ocean trembles for his green domain. 

But wliat avails this wondrous waste of wealth ? 
This gay profusion of luxurious Miss ? 

This pomp of Nature ? what their balmy meads, 

^Their powerful herbs, and Ceres void of pain ‘f 
By Wigrant birds dispersed and wafting winds, 

What their unplanted fruits ? wUat the cool draughts. 
The ambrosial feod, rich gums, and spicy health. 

Their forests yield ? their toiling insects w hut ? 

Their silky pride, and vegetable robes ? 
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Ah} what atliil their fatal treosiircB, hid 
De«p in the bowels of the pitying earth, 

Qnlconda’f gems, and sad Potosi’s mines,. 

Where dwelt the gentlest children of tlie sun ? 

What all that Afric’s golden rivers roll. 

Her odorous woods, and sliiniug ivory stores ? 
Ill-fated race! the softening arts of peace, 

Wliate’er the humanizing Muses teach; 

The godlike wisdom of the temper’d breast; 
Progressive truth, the^)atient force of thought; 
Investigation calm, whose silent powers 
Command the world; the light that leads to licavcn 
Kind equal rule, the government of laws. 

And all-protecting Freedom, which alono 
Sustains the name and dignity of man: 

These an; not theirs. The part'nt sun himself 
Seems o’er this world of slaves to tyrannize; 

And, with oj)pres3ive ray, the roseate bloom 
Of beauty bhisting, gives the gloomy hue. 

And feature gross: or worse, to ruthless deeds, 
MacTjealousy, blind rage, and fell revenge. 

Their fervid spirit fires. Love dwells not there, 

•Tbe soft regards, the tenderness of life, 

The heart-shed tear, the incfl'able delight 
Of sweet humanity: these court the beam 
Of milder climes; in selfish fierce desire. 

And tbe wild fury of voluptuous sense. 

There lost. The very brute creation there ’ 

This rage partakes, and bums with horrid fire. 

Lo! the green serpent, from his dark abode, 
'VTlpch e’^ Imagination fears to tread. 
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At noon forth iasuing, gathers up hia train 
In orbs immenac, then, darting out anew, 

Seeks the refreshing fount; by which diffused, 

He throws his folds: and while, with threatenin 
And deathful jaws erect, the monster curls 
Ilis flaming crest, all other thirst, appall’d, 

Or shivering flies, or check’d at distance stands. 
Nor dares approach, lint still more direful he, 
The small close-lurking minister of fate, 

Whoso Iiigh-concoctcd vcuoni, through the vcin.s, 

A rapid lightning darts, arresting swift 
The vital current. Form’d to humble man, 

This cliild of vengcliil Xature! tlicre, sublimed 
To fearless lust of lilood, the savage race 
Roam, licensed by the shading hour of guilt, 

^^lid foul misdeed, when the pure day has shut 
His saert'd eye. The tiger darting fierce 
Im[)etuous on tlii' prey his glance ha.s doom’d: 

Tlie lively shining loo[iar(i, speckled o’er 
With many a spot, the beauty of llio waste; 

And, Bcorning all the taming arts of man. 

The keen liyenn, fellest of the fell. 

These, rushing from the inhospitable woods 
Of Mauritania, or the tufted isles 
Thai verdant rise amid the Lib3mn wild, 
Innuincroiis glare around their shaggy king, 
Sfnjestic, stalking o’er the printed sand; 

And, with imperious and repeated roars. 

Demand their fated food. The fearful flocks 
Crowd near the guardian swain; the nobler herds, 
'jVliere roamd their lordly bull, in rural ease, 
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They nimii*<ing lie, with horror hear 
Thewcomiag rage. The awaken’d village starts; 
And to her fluttering breast the mother strains 
Her thoughtless infant. From the pirate’s don, 
Or stern Morocco’s tyrant fang escaped. 

The wretch half wishes for his bonds again: 
While, uproar all, the wilderness resounds, 
Frdto Atlas eastward to the frighted Nile. 



Unhappy he! who from the fl 
Society, cut off, is left alone 
Amid this world of death. Day after day, 
Sad'ipD the jutting eminence he sits, 

yiews the main that ever toils below; 

e ’ - • • 
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Still fondlj forming, in the farthest verge/ 
Where the round ether mixes viith the wove, 
Ships, dim-discover’d, dropping from the clouds; 
At evening, to the setting sun he turns 
A mournful eye, and down his dying heart 
Sinks helpless ; while the wonted roar is up, 

And hiss continual through the tedious night. 

Yet here, e’en here, into these black abodes 
Of monsters, unappall’d, from stooping Rome, 
And guilty Ciesar, Liberty retired. 

Her Cato following through Numidian wilds: 
Disdainful of Campania’s gentle plains. 

And all the green delights Ausonia pours; 

When for them she must bend the servile knee. 
And, fawning, take the splendid robber’s boon. 

Nor stop the terrors of these regions here. 
Commission’d demons oft, angels of wrath, 

I^'t loose the raging elements. Breathed hot 
Irom all the boundless furnace of the sky, 

And the wide glittering waste of burning ’sand, 

A suffocating wind the pilgrim smites ' 

With instant death. Patient of thirst and toil, 
Son of the desert! e’en the camel feels, 

Shot through his wither’d heart,'the fiery blast. 

O5 from the black-red ether, bursting broad, 

Sallies the suddeh whirlwind. Stniiglit the sands, 
Commoved around, in gathering eddies play : 
Nearer and nearer stiU they darkening comej 
Till, with the general all-involving storm 
Swept up, the whole continuous wilds arise j 
And by their noon-day fount dejected throi^ 
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0 ^ sunk at tugkt in sad disastrous sleep, 

Beneath descending hills, the caravan 

Is buried deep. In Cairo’s crowded streets 

The impatient merchant, wondering, waits in vain. 

And Mecca saddens at the long delay. 

But chief at sea, whose every flexile wave 
Obeys the blast, the aerial tumult swells. 

In the dread ocean, undulating wide. 

Beneath the radiant line that girts the globe, 

The circling Typhon, vc^iirl’d from point to point. 
Exhausting all the rage of all the sky. 

And dire Ecnephia* reign. Amid the heavens, 

Falsely serene, deep in a cloudy speck f 
Compress’d, the mighty tempest brooding dwells: 

Of no regard, save to the skilful eye, 

Fiery and foul, the small prognostic hangs 
•Vloft, or on the promontory’s brow 
Musters its force. A faint deceitful calm, 
fluttering gale the demon sends before, 

To t*Tipt the spreading sail. Then down at once, 

Vrecipitant, descends a mingled mass 

jOf roaring winds, and flame, and rushing floods. 

In wild amazement fix’d the sailor stands. 

Art is too alow: by rapid fate oppress’d, 

His broad-wiug’d vessel drinks the whelming tide. 

Hid in the bosom of the black abyss. 

AVitb such mad seas the daring GamaJ fought, 

* Trphon tnd Eenepbi*, t«niu for p^rtkaUr (tormi, or harrtottDM, loon 
onit btHrata Uw tropra. 

t OalM bf Milan Um Ot-ej*, beiag in •pp«»rwcr, «t flr*t, no biggnr, 

. t y>m Oaotn, Um tnt who mUed rotmd Africa, by thw Capa at (hod 
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Tor many a day, and many a dreadful night, 

Incessant, labouring round the stormy Cape; 

By bold ambition led, and bolder thirst 
Of gold. For then from ancient gloom emerged 
The rising world of trade: the Genius, then. 

Of navigation, that, in hopeless sloth. 

Had slumber’d on the vast Atlantic deep, 

For idle ages, starting, beard, at last. 

The Lusitanian Prince ;* who, Heaven-inspired, 

To love of useful glory roused matikind, 

And in unbounded commereo mix’d the world. 

Increasing still the terrors of these storms, 

His jaws horrific arm’d with threefold fate, 

Hero dwells the direful shark. Lured by the scent 
Of steaming crowds, of rank disease, and death. 

Behold! ho, rushing, cuts the briny flood. 

Swift as the gale can bear the ship along; 

And, from the partners of that cruel trade, 

■Which spoils unhappy Guinea of her sons. 

Demands his share of prey; demands themselves. 

The stormy fates descend: one death involves 
Tyrants and slaves; when straight, their mangled limbs 
Crashing at once, he dyes the purple seas 
With gore, and riots in the vengeful meal. 

When o’er this world, by eoyiinoctial mins 
Flooded immense, looks out the joyless sun, 

-Vnd draws the copious steam from swampy fens, 

Where putrefaction into life ferments, 

• Dob IlnirT. third »cm to John the Piret, king of PortogtO. HU ttrour 
gmia* to tie ditcorwy of new oountrie* ru th« chief cooiw of att A* 
wtem b&frroT^mraU in luvigttiotu ^ 
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AM breathy destructive myriads; or from woods, 

Impenetrable shades, recesses foul, 

Id vapours emk and blue corruption Avrapt, 

Whose gloomy horrors yet no desperate foot 

Has ever dared to pierce; then, wasteful, forth 

Walks the dire power of i)08tilent disease. 

A tjiousand hideous fiends her course attend, 

Sick Nature blasting, and to heartless woe, 

And feeble desolation, casting down 

The towering hopes anAall the pride of ^fan. 

Such as, of lute, at Carthagena quencli’d 

Tho British fire. You, gallant Vernon, saw 

The tnisenible seene; you, pitying, saw 

To infant-weakness sunk the warrior’s'arm; 

Baw the deep-racking pang, the ghastly form, 

The lip pale-quivering, and the beamless ej o 

No more with ardour bright: you heard the groans 

Of agonizing ships, from shore to shore; 

Heard, nightly [ilungcd amid the sullen waves. 

The ^quent corse; while on each other fix’d 

In sad presage, the blank assistants seem’d. 

Silent, to ask whom Fate would next demand. 

• ... 

What need I mention those inclement skies. 

Where, frequent o’er the sickening city, Plague, 

The fiercest child of Nemesis divine, 

Descends ? I'rom Ethiopia’s poison’d woods. 

From stifled Cairo’s filth, and fetid fields 

With locust-armies putrefying heap’d,* 

This great destroyer spnmg. Her awful rage 

' tif th* OHUft tnppoiwl to be int orifla of too it 

dr. J(«i|ir» olcfoot book o« Uitii nbM- 
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The brutes escape: man is her destined prey; 
Intemperate man! and, o’er his guilty domes, 

She draws a close incumbent doud of death ; 
Uninterrupted by the living winds. 

Forbid to blow a wholesome breeze; and stain’d 
With many a mixture by the sun, suffused. 

Of angry aspect. Princely wisdom, then. 

Dejects his watchful eye; and from the hand 

Of feeble justice, ineffectual drop 

The sword and balance: mute tWh voice of joy. 

And hush’d the clamour of the busy world. 

Empty the streets, with uncouth verdure clad; 

Into the worst of deserts sudden turn’d 

The cheerful haunt of men : unless escaped 

From the doom’d house where matchless horror reigns, 

Shut up by barbarous fear, the smitten wretch. 

With frenzy Avikl, breaks loose; and, loud to lloaven 
Screaming, the ditmdful policy arraigns. 

Inhuman, and imwisc. The sullen door. 

Yet uninfected, on its cautious hinge 

^ O * 

Fearing to turn, abhors society ; 

Dependants, friends, relations, Love himself, 

Savaged by woo, forget the tender tie, 

The sweet engagement of the feeling heart. 

Bui vain their selfish care: the circling sky, 

The wide enlivening air, is full of fate; 

And, struck by turns, in solitary pangs 
They fall, uublest, untended, and unmourn’d. 

Thus o’er the prostrate city black Despair 
Extends her raven wing: whUe, to complete 
The scene of desolation, stretch’d around, 
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Tba grim goaidB stand, deoj^dog all retn«t, 

And give tte flying wretch a better death. 

Much yet remains unsung; the rage intense 
Of braten-vBulted skies, of iron fields, 

“Where drought and famine starved the blasted year: 
Fired by the torch of npon to tenfold rage, 

The infuriate hill that shoots the pillar’d flame; 

Anti, roused within the subterranean world, 

The expanding earthquake, tliat resistless shakes 
Aspiring cities from their solid base, 

And buries mountains in the flaming gulf. 

But ’tis enough; return, my vagrant Muse: 

A nearer scene of horror calls thee home. 

Behold, slow-settling o’er the lurid grove 
Unusual darkness broods; and growiilg gains 
The full possession of the sky, surcharged 
With wrathful vapour, from tlie secn-t bods 
Where sleep the mineral generations, drawn. 

Thence nitre, sulphur, and tlic fiery spume 
Of fat bitumen, steaming on the day, 

WitH various-tinctured trains of latent flame, 

Pollute the sky, and in you baleful cloud, 
A/eddening gloom, a magazine of fate. 

Ferment; till by the touch ethereal roused, 

The dash of clouds, or irritating war 
Of fighting winds, while all is calm below. 

They furious spring. A boding silence reigns. 

Dread through the dun expanse; save the dull sound 
That from the mountain, previous to the storm, 

BoUb o’er the muttering earth, disturbs the flood, 
And the forett*leal without a breath. 
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Prono, to the lowest vale, the aerial triDe«« 

Descend: the tempest-loving raven scarce 
Dares wing the dubious dusk. In rueful gaze 
The cattle stand, and on the scowling heavens 
Cast a deploring eye; by man forsook, 

Who to the crowded cottage hies him fast, 

Or seeks the shelter of the downward cave. 

’Tis listening fear, and dumb amazement all: 
When to tlio startled eye the sudden glance 
Appears far south, eruptive through the cloud; 

And following slower, in explosion vast, 

The Thunder raises his tremendous voice. 

At first, heard solemn o’er the verge of Heaven, 
The tempest growls; but as it nearer comes. 

And rolls its awful burden on the wind. 

The lightnings flash a larger curve, and more 
The noise astounds; till over head a sheet 
Of livid flame discloses wide; then shuts, 

And opens wider; shuts and opens still 
Expansive, wrapping ether in a blaze. 

Follows the loosen’d aggravated roar. 

Enlarging, deepening, mingling; peal on peal 
Crush’d horrible, convulsing heaven and earth. 

Down comes a deluge of sonorous hail, 
Orj)rone-dc3cending rain. W'^idc-rent, the clouds 
Pour a whole flood; and yet, its flame unquench’d, 
The unconquerable lightning struggles through, 
Efigged and tierce, or in red whirling balls, 

And fires the mountains with redoubled rage. 
Black from the stroke above, the smould’ring pine 
' Stands a sad shatter’d trunk: and, stretch’d below 
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A lifeless grobp the blasted cattle lie: 

' Here*the soft flocks, with that same harmless look 
They wore alive, and ruminating still 
In Fancy's eye; and there the frowning bull. 

And ox half raised. Struck on the castled clifi', 

The venerable tower and spiry fane 
Resign their aged pride. The gloomy woods 
Start at the flash, and from their deep recess. 
Wide-flaming out, their trembling inmates shake. 
Amid Carnan’on’s mounftiins rages loud 
The repercussive roar: with mighty crush. 

Into the flashing deep, from the rude rocks 
Of Penmanmaur heap’d hideous to the sky, 

Tumble the smitten cliffs; and Snowden’s peak. 
Dissolving, instant yields liis wintry load. 

Far seen, the heights of heathy Cheviot bluic. 

And Thule bellows through her utmost isles. 

Guilt hears appall’d, with deeply troubled thought; 
And yet not always on the guilty head 
Descenfls the fated flash. Young Celadon 
And his Amelia were a matchless pair; 

Wjth equal virtue form’d, and equal grace, 

Thekame, distinguish’d by their sex alone: 

Hers the mild lustre of the blooming mom, 

And his the radiance of the risen day. 

They loved: but such the guileless passion was, 

As in the da\vn of time inform’d the heart 
Of innocence and undissembling truth. 

*TwaB friendship, heighten’d by the mutual wish; 

T3)6 enchanting hope, and sympathetic glow, 

Beoailcl fronf .the mutual eiye. Devoting,all 
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To love, each was to each a dearer self; 

Supremely happy in the awaken’d power 
Of giving joy. Alone, amid the shades, 

Still in harmctoious intercourse they lived 
The rural day, and talk’d the flowing heart, 

Or sigh’d and look’d unutterable thipgs. 

So pass’d their life, a clear united stream. 

By care unruffled; till, in evil hour. 

The tempest caught them on the tender walk. 
Heedless how far and where it6 mazes stray’d. 
While, with each other blest, creative love 
StUl bade eternal Eden smile around. 

Heavy with instant fate, her bosom heaved 
Unwonted sighs, and, stealing oft a look 
Of the big gloom, on Celadon her eye 
Fell tearful, wetting her disorder’d cheek. 

In vain assuring love, and confidence 
In Heaven, repress’d her fear; it grew, and shook 
Her frame near dissolution. Ho perceived 
The unequal conflict, and as angels look 
On dying saints, his eyes compassion shed. 

With love illumined high! “ Fear not,” he said, 

“ Sweet innocence! thou stranger to offence. 

And inwanl storm! He, who yon skies involves 
In frowns of darkness, ever smiles on thee 
With kind regard. O’er thee the secret shaft 
That wastes, at midnight, or the undreaded hour 
Of noon, flies harmless: and that very voice. 
Which thunders terror through the guilty heart. 
With tongues of seraphs whispers peace to thine, 
stdety to be near thee sure, and thiis 



To clasp perfection! ” From his void embrace 
(Mysterious heaven !), that moment, to the ground, 
A blacken’d corse, was struck the beauteous maid! 
But who can paint the lover, as he stood. 

Pierced by severe amazement, hating life. 
Speechless, and fix’d in all the death of woe! 

So (faint resemblance!) on the marble tomb, 

The well-dissembled mourner stooping stands, 

^or ever silent and for ever sad. 

■ Aa firan fee lace of Heaven the shatter’d clouds 
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Tumultuous rove, the interminable sky, 

Sublimer swells, and o’er the world expands 
A purer azure. Nature, firom the storm, 

Shines out afresh; and through the lighten’d air 
A higher lustre and a clearer calm, 

Diffusive, tremble; while, as if in sign 
Of danger past, a glittering robe of joy, 

Set off abundant by the yellow ray. 

Invests the fields, and Nature smiles revived. 

’Tis beauty all, and grateful iong around, 

Join’d to the low of kine, and numerous bleat 
Of flocks thick-nibbling through the clover’d vale. 
And shall the hymn be marr’d by thankless Man, 
Most-favour’d; who, with voice articulate, 

Should lead the chorus of this lower world ? 

Shall he, so soon forgetful of the Hand 
That hush’d the thunder, and serenes the sky, 
Extinguish’d feel that spark the tcmjx'st waked, 
That sense of powers exceeding far his own, 

Ero yet his feeble heart has lost its fears ? 

Cheer’d by the milder beam, the sprightly youth 
Speeds to the well-known pool, whose crystal depth 
A sandy bottom shows. Awhile he stands 
Gazing the inverted landscape, half afraid 
meditate the blue profoimd below; 

Then plunges headlong down the circling flood. 

His ebon tresses, and his rosy cheek 

Instant emerge; and through the obedient wave. 

At each short breathing by his lip repell’d, 

With arms and legs according well, he makes, 

A« humour leads, an easy-winding path: 
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"Wpifle, frojft Ikis pblUsb’d sides, a dewy light 
Mhses on the pleased spectators round. 

This is the purest etercise of health, 

The kind refresher of the summer-lieats ^ 

Nor when cold Winter keens the brightening flood’, 
Would I, weak-shivering, linger on the brink. 

Thus life redoubles, and is oft preserved. 

By the bold suimmer, in the swift illnpse 
Of accident disastrous. Hence the limbs 
Knit into force; and t^e same Koinan arm. 

That rose victorious o’er the coixjner’d earth. 

First Icam’d, while tender, to subdue the wave. 

E’en from the body’s purity the mind 
Receives a secret sympathetic aid. 

Close in the covert of a hazel copse, 

Where, winded into pleasing solitudi's, 

Runs out the rambling dale, young Damon sat, 

Pensive, and pierced w ith love’s delightful pangs. 

There to the stream that down the distant rocks 
Hoarse-murmuring fell, and plaintive breeze that play’d 
Among the bending willows, falsely he 
Of Musidora’s cruelty complain’d. 

She felt his flame; but deep wdthin her breast 
In bashful coyness, or in maiden pride. 

The soft return conceal’d; save when it stole 
In sidelong glances from her downcast eye, 

Or from her swelling soul in stifled sighs. 

Touch’d by the scene, no stranger to his vows, 

He framed a melting lay, to try her heart; 

' And, if an infant passion struggled there, 

'fo call thiri: passion forth. Thrice h^py swain 1 . 

; cJiAQoe, tW oft decides the fate 
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Of mighty monarchs, then decided thine. 

For lo! conducted by the laughing Loves, 

This cool retrc'ut his MusiJora sought: 

Warm in her cheek the sultry season glow’d; 

And, robed in loose array, she came to bathe 
Her fervent limbs in the refreshing stream. 

What shall he do ? In sweet confusion lost, 

And dubious flutterings, he awhile remain’d; 

A pure ingenuous elegance of soul, 

A delicate n'finement, knowTi to fi^w, 

Perph'x’d his breast, aud urged him to retin*: 

But love forbade. Ye prudes in virtue, s-ay, 

Say, ye severest, what would you have done ? 
Meantime, this fairer nyiupli than c\er blest 
Arcadian stream, with timid eye around 
The banks surveying, strijip’d her beauteous limbs, 
To taste the lucid coolness of the flood. 

Ah! then, not Paris on the piny top' 

Of Ida panted stronger, when aside 
The rival goddesses the veil divine 
Cast unconfined, and gave him all their charms, 
Tlian, Damon, tho>i; as from the snowy h'g, 

Aud slender foot, the inverted silk she drew; 

As the soft touch dissolved the virgin zone ; 

And, through the parting robe, the alternate breast, 
With youth wnld-throbbing, on thy lawless gaze 
In full luxuriance rose. But, desperate youth. 

How durst tho\i risk the soul-distracting view, 

As from her naked limbs of glowing white, 
Harmonious sw'ell’d by Nature’s finest hand, 

In folds loose floating fell the fainter lawn; ^ 
exposed the stood, shrunk from hers^f. 
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With fancy blushing, at the doubtful breese 
Al&rm’d, and starting like the fearful fawn ? 

Then to the flood she rush’d; the parted flood 
Its lovely guest with closing waves rec^ved; 

And every beauty softening, every grace 
Flushing anew, a mellow lustre shed: 

As shines the lily through the crystal mild; 

Or, as the rose amid the morning dew, 

Fresh from Aurora’s hand more sweetly glows. 

While thus she wanton’d, now beneath the wave 
But ill-conceal’d; and now with streaming locks, 

That half-embraced her in a humid veil, 

Kising again, the latent Damon drew 

Such maddening draughts of beauty to the soul, 

As for awhUo o’erwhelm’d his raptured thought 
With luiury too daring. Check’d, at last. 

By love’s respectful modesty, he deem’d 

The theft profane, if aught profane to love 

(^n e’er be deem’d; and, struggling from the shade, 

Wth headlong hurry fled: but first these lines, 

Ti^d by his ready pencil, on the bank 

With trembling hand he threw“ Bathe on, my fair, 

Tet unbeheld save by the sacred eye 

Of faithful love: I go to guard thy haunt, 

To keep from thy recess each vagrant foot. 

And each licentious eye.” With wild surprise. 

As if to marble struck, devoid of sense, 

A stupid moment motionless she stood: 

8 o stands the statue • that enchants the world, 
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So bending tries to veil the matchless boast,* 

The mingled beauties of exulting Greece. 

Eecovering, swift she flew to find those robes 
Which blissful I^eu knew not; and, array’d 
In careless haste, the alarming paper snatch’d. 

But, w'hen her Damon’s well-known hand she saw, 

Her terrors vanish’d, and a softer train 
Of mix’d emotions, hard to bo described. 

Her sudden bosom seized: shame void of guilt. 

The charming blush of innocence, ^teem, 

And admiration of her lover’s flame, 

By modesty exalted: e’en a sense 
Of self-approving beauty stole across 
Her busy thought. At length a tender calm 
Hush’d, by degrees, the tumult of her soul; 

And on the spreading beech, that o’er the stream 
Incumbent hung, she with the sylvan pen 
Of rural lovers this confession carved. 

Which soon her Damon kiss’d with weeping joy: 

“ Dear youth! sole judge of what these verses mean, 

By fortune too much favour’d, but by love, 

Alas! not favour’d less, bo still as now 
Discreet: the time may come you need not fly.” 

The sun has lost his rage: his downward orb 
Shoots nothing now but animating warmth 
And vital bistre; that with various ray 
Lights up the clouds, those beauteous robes of Heaven, 
Incessant roll’d into romantic shapes; ■ 

The dream of waking Fancy! Broad below. 

Cover’d with ripening fruits, and swelling fast 
rlltto the perfect year, the pregnant earth 
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/iUtd 4 II her tfibes lejoiee, Kov tbe soft hoar 
Of #iUdag c^uet, for him who lonely lores 
To seek the (^stant hills, and there converse 
With Naturei there to hannoniie his heart, 

And in pathetic song to breathe around • 

The harmony ko others. Social friends, 

Attuned to happy unison of soul; 

To jvhose exalting eye a fairer world. 

Of which the vulgar never had a glimpse. 

Displays its charms; whose minds are richly fraught 
With philosophic storeafj superior light; 

And in whose breast, enthusiastic, bums 
Virtue, the sons of interest deem romance; 

Now call’d abroad, enjoy the falling day: 

Now to the verdant portico of woods, 

To Nature’s vast Lyceum, forth they walk; 

By that kind school where no proud master rpigns, 
The full free converse of the friendly heart, 

Improving and improved. Now from the world. 
Sacred to sweet retirement, lovers steal, 

AncUpour their souls in transport, which the sire 
Of love approving hears, and calls it good. 

, Which way, Amanda, shall we bend our course ? 
The choice perplexes. Wherefore should we choose ? 
All is the same with thee. Say, shall wo wind 
Along the streams ? or walk the smiling mead ? 

Or court the forest glades ? or wander wild 
Among the waving harvests ? or ascend. 

While radiant Summer opens all its pride, 

, Thv hill, delightful Sheue P* ‘ Here let uMweg? 

IMwiad. ia Suoa, lUgiM. 




The houndless landscape: now the raptured eye, 
Bruiting swift, to huge Augusta send; 

Now to the Sister-hills* that skirt her plain, 
Toplofty Harrow uow, and now to where 
Majestic Windsor lifts his princely brow. 

In lovely contrast to this glorious view, 

Calmly magnificent, then will we turn 
To where the silver Thames first rural grows. 
There let the feasted eye unwearied stray: 




Luxurious, rore through the pendent woods 
Tbabnodding hung o’er Harrington’s retreat; 

And, stooping thence to Ham’s embowering walks, 
Beneath whoab shades, in spotless peace retired, 

With her the pleasing partner of his heart, 

The worthy Q^ieensberry yet laments his Gay, 

Ajxd polish’d Cornbury woos the willing Muse, 

Slo# let us trace the matchless vale of Tliamea; 

Fair winding up to where the Muses haunt 
Li Twick’nam’s bower8,,and for their Pope implore 
The healing God ;* to royal Hampton’s pile. 

To Clermont’s terraced height, and Esher’s groves, 
Where in. the sweetest solitude, embraced 
By the soft windings of the silent Mole, 

From courts and senates Pelham finds repose. 
Enchanting vale! beyond what’er the Muse 
Has of Achaia or Hesperia sung! 

O vale of bliss! O softly swelling hills! 

On which the Power of Cultivation lies. 

And joys to see the wonders of his toil. 

Havens! what a goodly prospect spreads around. 
Of hills, and dales, and w'oods, and lawns, and spires, 
And glittering towns, and gilded streams, till all 
The stretching landscape into smoke decays! 

Happy Britannia! where, the Queen of Arts 

Inspiring vigour. Liberty abroad 

Walks, unconfined, e’en to thy farthest cots, 

And scatters plenty with unsparing hand. 

Eich it thy soil, and merciful thy clime; 

•Riy ttreamB unfailing m the Summer’s drought; 

r 
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TJnm&w^ii u i.nj gtianuan oaks; thy valleyi^fldat 
With golden wares : and, on thy mountains flocks, ' 
Bleat numberless; while, roving round their sides. 
Bellow the bla<^ehing herds in lusty droves. 
Beneath, thy meadows glow, and rise unquell’d 
Against the mower’s scythe. On every hand 
Thy villas shine. Thy country teems with wealth; 
And property assures it to the swain. 

Pleased and unwearied, in his guarded toil. 

Full are thy cities with the so*8 of Art; 

.\nd trade and joy, in every busy street. 

Mingling are hoard; e’en Drudgery himself. 

As at the car he sweats, or dusty hews 

The palace stone, looks gay. Thy crowded ports, 

Where rising masts an endless prospect yield. 

With labour burn, and echo to the shouts 
Of hurried sailor, as he hearty waves 
His last adieu, and loosening every sheet, 
llesigns the spreading vessel to the wind. 

Bold, Arm, and graceful are thy generous youth. 
By hardship sinew’d, and by danger fired. 
Scattering the nations where they go; and first 
Or in the listed plain, or stormy seas. 

Mild are thy glories too, as o’er the plans 
Of thriving peace thy thoughtful sires preside. 

In genius, and substantial learning, high; 

For every virtue, every worth, renown’d; 

Sincere, plain-hearted, hospitable, kind; 

Yet like the mustering thunder when provoked, 
The dread of tyrants, and the sole resource 
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In vliom the?|plendour of heroic war, 

And more hc^ic peace, wlien govern’d well, 

CJombinO; wHose hallow’d name the Virtues saint. 
And his own.Muses love; the best of kiiyfst 
With hirathj Edwards and tliy Henries shine, 

STames dear to fame; the first who deep impress’d 
On haughty Gaul the terror of thy arms, 

Thdt awes her genius still. In statesmen thou. 

And patriots, fertile. Thine a steady Afore, 

Who, with a generous plough mistaken zeal, 
Withstood a brutal tyrant’s useftd rage. 

Like Cato firm, like Aristides just, 

Like rigid Cincinnatus nobly jKmr, 

A dauntless soul erect, who smiled on death. 

Frugal and wise, a Walsingham is thine, 

A Drake, who made thee mistress of the deep. 

And bore thy name in thunder round the world. 

Then flamed thy spirit high: but w ho can speak 
The numerous worthies of the Maiden nhgn ? 

In Baleigh mark their every glory mix’d; 

EalSfgh, the scourge of Spain! whose breast with all 
The sage, the patriot, and the hero burn’d. 

Nor sunk his vigour, when a coward-reign 
The warrior fetter’d, and at last resign’d, 

To glut the vengeance of a vanquish’d foe. 

Then active still and unrestrain’d, his mind 
Explored the vast extent of ages post, 

And with bis prison-hours enrich’d the world; 

Tet found no times, in all the long research, 

8 o glorious, or so base, as those be proved, 

be eoa^quer’d, and in whkb He bled. 
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Nor can tho Muse the gallant Sidney pass/ 

The plume of war! with early laurels crown’d, 

The lover’s myrtle, and the poet’s bay. 

A Hampden too is thine, illustrious land, 

Wise, strenuous, firm, of unsubmitting soul, 

Who stemm’d the torrent of a downward age 
To slavery prone, and bade tliee rise again, 

In all thy native pomp of freedom bold. 

Bright, at his call, thy age of men efTulged, 

Of men on whom late time a kinjjling eye 
Shall turn, and tynuits tremble wliile they read. 
Bring every sweetest fiower, and let me strew 
The gnive where linssell lies; whose temper’d blood 
With calmest cheerfulness for thee resign’d, • 
Stain’d the sad annals of a giddy reign; 

Aiming at lawless power, though meanly sunk 
In loose inglorious luxury. With him 
His friend, the British Cassius,* fearless bled; 

Of high determined spirit, roughly brave, 

By ancient learning to the enlighten’d love 
Of ancient freedom warm’d. 'Fair thy renown 
In awful sages and in noble bards; 

Soon as the light of dawning Science spread 
Her orient ray, and waked the Muses’ song. 

Thine is a B.icon ; hapless in his choice. 

Unfit to stand the civil storm of state. 

And through the smooth barbarity of courts. 

With firm but pliant virtue, forward still 

urge his course; him for the studioxis shade 


* jUgmen Sidaqr, 
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jijiMl J?iature form’d, deep, corapreheiuive, clear, 
Erset, and,elegant: in one rich soul, 

Plato, the Stagj rite, and Tally join’d. 

The great deliverer ho! who from the glcjpm 
Of cloister’d mOnks, and jargon-teaching schools. 
Led forth the true philosophy, tht.‘re long 
Held in the magic chain of words and forms, 

An^ definitions void: ho led her forth, 

Daughter of Heaven! that slow-ascending still. 
Investigating sure the ymin of things, 

With radiant finger points to Heaven again. 

The generous .Ashley* thine, the friend of man; 
Who seann’d his nature with a brother’s eye. 

His weakness prompt to shade, to raise his aim, 

To touch the liner movements of tlie mind, 

And with the moral beauty charm tlie heart. 

Why need I name thy Boyle, whose pious search 
Amid the dark recesses of his works. 

The great Creator sought? And why thy Locke,' 
Who made the whole internal world his own? 
LerNewton, pure intelligence, whom God 
To mortals lent, to trace His boundless works 
Twm laws sublimely simple, speak thy fame 
In all philosophy. Por lofty sense, 

Creative fancy, and inspection keen 
Through the deep windings of the human heart, 
li hot wild Shakspeare thine aud Nature’s boast? 
Is not each great, each amiable Muse 
Of classic ages in thy 31ilton met ? 


* iiatuor Siiikr BkI ffioltetbsrf* 
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A genius universal as his theme; 

Astonishing as chaos, as the bloom 
Of blowing Eden fair, as Heaven sublime ! 

Nor shall iny v^se that elder Bard foiget, 

The gentle Spenser, Fancy’s pleasing son ; 

Who, like a copious river, pour’d his song 
O’er all the mazes of enchanted ground : 

Nor thee, his ancient master, laughing sage, 
Chaucer, whose native manners-painting verse, 
Well moralized, shines through tlje Gothic cloud 
Of time and language o’er thy genius thrown. 

May my song soften, as thy daughters I, 
Britannia, hail! for beauty is their own, 

The feeling heart, simplicity of life. 

And elegance, and ta.ste: the faultless form, 
Shaped by the hand of harmony; the cheek. 
Where the live crimson, through the native white 
Soft-shooting, o’er the face diffuses bloom. 

And eVery nameless grace ; the parted lip. 

Like the red rose-bud moist with morning dew. 
Breathing delight; and, under flowing jet. 

Or sunny ringlets, or of circling brown, 

The neck slight-shaded, and the swelling breast; 
The look resistless, piercing to the soul. 

And by the soul inform’d, when dress’d in love 
She sits high-smiling in the conscious eye. 

Island of bliss! amid the subject seas 
That thunder round thy roqky coasts, set up. 

At once the wonder, terror, and delight 
,Of distant nations; whose remotest shores 
Osn soon be shaken by tby tUTal arm; 



Kot to be tbyself, but all assaults 
Baffling, Ukte thy hoar cHfls the loud sea-wavo. 

0 Thou! by whose Almighty nod the scale 
Of empire i^ses, or alternate falls, 

Send forth the saving Virtues round the land. 

In bright patrtd; white Peace, and social Love; 
The tender-looking Charity, intent 
On*gentle deetls, and shedding tears through smiles 
Undaunted Truth; and Dignity of mind: 

Courage composed, and^kcen; sound Temperance, 
Healthful in heart and look; clear Chastity, 

With blushes reddening as she moves along, 
Disorder’d at the deep regard she draws; 

Bough Industry; Activity untired, 

AVith copious life inform’d, and all awake: 

While in the radiant front, superior shinea 
That first paternal virtue. Public Ze-al; 

Who throws o’er all an equal wide survey, 

And, ever musing on the common weal. 

Still labours glorious with some great design. 

Ebw walks the sun, and broadens by degrees, 
Just o’er the verge of day. The shifting clouds 
Assembled gay, a richly gorgeous train, 

In all their pomp attend his setting throne. 

Air, earth, and ocean smile immense. And now, 

As if bis weary chariot sought the bowers 
Of Amphitrite, and her tending nymphs , 

(So Grecian fable sung), he dips his orb; 

Now half-immersed; and now a golden curve 
Gives one bright glance, then total disappears. 

Fur dre^runnijQg sa enchanted round, 
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Pawie* the day, deceitful, vain, and void. 

As fleets the vision o’er the forraful brain. 

This moment hurrying wild the impassion’d soul, 
The next in nothing lost. 'Tis so to him. 

The dreamer of this earth, an idle blank: 

A sight of horror to the cruel wretch, 

Who all day long in sordid pleasure roll’d. 

Himself a useless load, has squander’d vile. 

Upon his scoundrel train, what might have cheer’d 
A drooping family of modest worth. 

But to the generous still-improving mind, 

That gives the hopeless heart to sing for joy. 
Diflusing kind beneficence around, 

Boastless, as now descends the silent dew; 

To him the long review of ordoi’d life 
Is inward rapture, only to be felt. 

Confess’d from yonder slow-extinguish’d clouds, 
All other softening, sober Evening takes 
Her wonted station in the middle air; 

A thousand shadows at her beck. First this 
She sends on earth; then that of deeper dye. 

Steals soft behind ; and then a deeper still. 

In circle following circle, gathers round, 

To close the face of things. A fresher gale 
Begins to wave the wood, aud stir the stream. 
Sweeping with shadowy gust the fields of corn. 
While the quail clamours for his running mate. 
Wide o’er the thistly lawn, as swells the breeze, 

A whitening shower of vegetable down 
Amusive floats. The kind impartial care 
Of Nature nought disdains > thoughtful to 



voibni.' 


Her Urwect^B0|i8, and clothe the coming year, 
From field |o field the feather’d seeds she wings. 

His foldati flo<‘k secure, the shepherd lioino 
Hies, merry-hearted; and by turns relieve 
The ruddy milk-maid of her brimming pail; 

The beauty whom, perhaps, his witless heart, 



Unknowing what the joy-mix’d anguish means, 
Sincerely loves, by that best language shown 
' Of cordial glances, and obliging deeds. 

Onward they pass, o’er many a panting height, 
And valley sunk, and unfrequented; where 
At flUI of eve the fairy people throng, 

Jd mrious game, and revelry, to pass 
!^ie mmtsm night, as tillage storiea telL 
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But far about they wander from tne grave^ 

Of him, whom his ungentle fortune urged 
Against his own sad breast to L'ft the hand 
Of impious violpce. The lonely tower 
^also shunn’dj whose mournful chambers hold, 

So night-struck Fancy dreams, the yelling ghost.’ 

Among the crooked lanes, on every hedge, 
glow-worm lights his gem; and through the dark" 
A moving radiance twinkles. Evening yields 
world to Night; not in her ^inter-robo 
Of massy Stygian woof, but loose array’d 
In mantle dun. A faint erroneous ray, 

Glanced from the imperfect surfaces of things 
Kings half an image on the straining eye • 

While wavering woods, and villages, and streams. 

^d rocks and mountain-tops, that long retain’d 
ascendmg gleam, are all one swimming scene 
Uncertain if beheld. Sudden to Heaven ' 

Thence weary vision turns; where, leading soft 
The silent hours of love, with purest ray 
^eot Venus shines; and from her genial rise. 

When daylight sickens till it springs afresh, 

UnriTOl’d reigns, the fairest lamp of rfght. ’ 

As thus the effulgence tremulous I drink 
Wkh cl,er»l,-d g,.c, II,e 
cross the sky, or horizontal dart 
In wondmu. .tape; bj; fearful mununring crowd, 
P^nlo,adeem'd. An,W the rodiruk orb., 

That more than deck, that animate the sky, 

The life-infusing suns of other worlds, 

Bo{ from tlMjdjreadimman^y of space, 






fieturdingjjw^ jiccelerated course, 

IWruahin^ comet to tbe sun descends; 

And, as he links below tbe shading earth. 

With awful train projected o’er the heavens. 

The guilty oations tremble. But, above 
Those superstitious horrors that enslave 
The fond sequacious herd, to mystic faith 
And blind amaieraent prone, the enlighten’d few, 

Whose godlike minds Philosophy eialts, 

The glorious stranger Ijipil. They feel a joy 
Divinely great; they in their powers e.vult, 

Tliat wondrous force of thought, which mounting spurns 
This dusky spot, and measures all the sky; 

While, from his far excursion through the wilds 
Of barren ether, faithful to his time. 

They see the blazing wonder rise anew, 

In seeming terror clad, but kindly bent 
To work the will of all-sustaining Love; 

From his huge vapoury train, perhaps, to shako 
Eeviving moisture on the numerous orbs 
Through which his long ellipsis winds; perhaps 
To lend new fuel to declining suns, 

To»b'ght up worlds? and feed the eternal fire! 

With thee, serene Philosophy, with thee, 

And thy bright garland, let me crown my song! 

Effusive source 6f evidence, and truth! 

A lustre shedding o’er the ennobled mind, 

Stronger than summer-noon; and pure as that 
Whose mild vibrations soothe tbe parted soul, 

Kew to the dawning of oelestisl day. 

Hmuo ihupn^ bet iummb*d powers, eohnted bv tfaee. 
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She springs alo.i,, with elevated pride, 

Above the tangling mass of low desires, 

That bind the fluttering crowd; and, angel-wing’d, 
The heights of^ience and of virtue gains. 

Where all is calm and clear; with Natui 4 round. 
Or in the starry regions, or the abyss, 

To Reason s and to Fancy’s eyo display’d; 

The first up-tracing, from the dreary void, 

The chain of causes and effects to Him, 

The world-producing Essence, wio alone 
Possesses being; while the last receives 
The whole magnificeneo of heaven and earth, 

And every beauty, delicate or bold, 

Obvious or more remote, with livelier sense, 
-Diffusive painted on the rapid mind. 

Tutor d by thee, hence Poetry exalts 
Her voice to ages; and informs the page 
With music, image, sentiment, and thought. 

Never to die ! the treasure of mankind! 

Their highest honour, and their truest joy I 

Without thee what were unenlighten’d man ? 

A savage, roaming through the woods and wilds, 

In quest of prey; and with the unfashion’d fur ’ 
Rough-clad; devoid of every finer art, 

4.1AI elegance of life. Nor happiness 
Domestic, mix’d of tenderness and care, 

Nor moral excellence, nor social bliss. 

Nor guardian law were his; nor various skill 
To turn the furrow, or to guide the tool 
Mechanic; nor the heaven-conducted prow 
Of navigation bold, that fearless brav». 
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The bomin^^ life, or dares the wintry pole. 

Mother 8ev*3^ of mfinite delights! 

Nothing, saw rapine, indolence, and guile, 

And woes odi woes, a still-revolving train,. 

Whose horr&l circle had made human life 
Than non-existence worse: but, tauglit by thee, 
Ours are the pious of policy and peace; 

To five like brothers, and conjunctive all 
Embellish life. While thus laborious crowds 
Ply the tough oar, Philqpophy directs 
The ruling helm; or, like the liberal breath 
Of potent Heaven, invisible, the sail 
Swells out, and bears the inferior world along. 

Nor to this evanescent speck of earth 
Poorly confined, the radiant tracts on high 
Are her exalted range; intent to gaze 
Creation through ; and, from that full complex 
Of never-ending wonders, to conceive 
Of the Sole Being right, who spoke the word, 

And Nature moved complete. With inward view. 
Thence on the ideal kingdom swift she turns 
Her eye; and instant, at her powerful glance, 
*!Phtfobedient phantoms vanish or appear; 
Compound, divide, and into order shift, 

Each to his rank, from plain perception up 
To the fair forms of Fancy's fleeting train: 

To reason then, deducing truth from truth; 

And notion quite abstract; wh first begins 
He world of spiritl, action all, and life 
TTnfetter’^ and unmii’d. But here the doud 
00 eternal Providence) sita deep: 
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Enough for us to know that this dark state, 

In wayward passions lost, and vain pursuits. 
This infancy of being, cannot prove 
The final issue pf the works of God, 

By boundless Love and perfect Wisdom form’d. 
And ever rising with the rising mind. 








AUTUMN. 


TH« Kibj^ prf>po»<^. AtblrfM to Ur Onmow. A pro«p»<»t of th« 
fleMi TMdj tor hanrevt. R^Qeciioni in priuiH* of r.duxlry raiMsl b; ihst 
Ttew. Bi^ping. A Ule r^Utlvs to it. \ hftrrtMt ntorm. uul 

bunting; tbeir barb&ntj. A ludiurout aocount of f4ii>huutjng. A 
of ao orchard. WaU-frait. A vinayard. A d«:^ription of fogo, frrijuent 
lo the latter part of Autumn ; whcmco a digrraaion, inquiring nto lh« rtao 
of foaolaim and nvera. Birda of aeaaon oomdorrd, (bat now ahifl (hnir 
bIbitatioQ. Tho prodigioaa number of thrm that eoTer the Northern 
and Weatem lalrt of BooUand : bcnoo a view of the oountrj. A pmapoul 
of tb« diacoloured, fading woods. After a gentle duaky daj, moonlight, 
^^tumnal metexm. Mqpiing: to wbu:h succoeda a calm, pura, innshin/ 
daf, such as usuallj abuts up tbe season. The har^cet Nung gathered lo. 
the ooodUt diaaolred in Jof. Tbe whole oondudoa with a ponei^no on a 
philoaupfaioai oountrj life. 


Crowh’d with the sickle and the wheaten sheaf, 
While Autumn, nodding o’er the yellow plain, 
Comes jovial on; the Dtric reed once more. 

Well pleased, I tune. Whate’er the wintry frost 

<»2 
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Nitrous prepared, the various blossom’d ^pring 
Put in white promise forth, <nd Summer-suns 
Concocted strong, rush boundless now to view, 

FuU, perfect tjl, and swell my glorious theme! 

Onslow! the Muse, ambitious of thy name. 

To grace, inspire, and dignify her song, 

Would from the public voice thy gentle ear 
Awhile engage. Thy noble cares she knows, 

The patriot virtues that distend thy thought 
Spread on thy front, and in thy^osom glow; 

While listening senates hang upon thy tongue, 
Devolving through the maze of eloquence 
A roll of periods, sw'eeter than her song. 

But she, too, pants for public virtue, she, 

Though weak of power, yet strong in ardent will, 
Whene’er her country rushes on her heart, 

•Assumes a bolder note, and fondly tries 
To mix the patriot’s with the poet’s flame. 

When the bright Virgin gives the beauteous days, 
And Libra weighs in equal scales the year; 

Prom Heaven’s high cope the fierce effulgence shoolT 
Of parting Summer, a serenor blue. 

With golden light enliven’d, wide invests 
Tlic happy world. Attemper’d suns arise, 
!?Wi.‘ot-boani’d, and shedding oft through lucid clouds 
A pleasing calm; while broad, and brown, below. 
Extensive harvests hang the heav'y head. 

Rich, silent, deep, they stand; for not a gale 
Rolls its light billows o’er the bonding plain: 

A calm of plenty 1 till the rujBBed air 

Falls from its poise, and gives the breeje to blow. 
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Bent is the flejcy mantle of the sky; 

Thetjlouds fly different; and the sudden sun 
By fits effulgent gilds the illumined field, 

And black by fits the shadows sweep alo%'. 

A gaily-checker’d heart-expanding view, 

Far as the circling eye can shoOt around, 
Unbounded tossing in a Hood of corn. 

Tliese are thy blessings, Industry! rougli power! 
Whom labour still attends, and sweat, and pain; 
Yet the kind sourcewf #very gentle art, 

And all the soft civility of life : 

Kaiser of human kind! by Nature cast, 

Naked, and helpless, out amid the woods 
And wilds, to rude inclement elements; 

With various seeds of art deep in the mind 
Imjdnnted, and profusely pour’d around 
Materials infinite, but idle all. 
vStill unexerted, in the unconscious breast, 

Slept the lethargic powers; Corruption elill, 
Voracious, swallow’d what the liberal hand 
Of Bounty scatter’d o'er the savage year: 

And still the sad barbarian, roving, mix’d 
Will) beasts of prtw; or for his acorn-meal 
Fought the fierce tusky boar; a shivering uretch 
Aghast, and comfortless, when the bleak north. 
With Winter charged, let the mix’d tempest (1y, 
Hail, rain, and snow, and bitter-breathing frost; 
Then to the shelter of the hut ho fled, 

And the wild season, sordid, pined away. 

For home he had not; home is the resort 
Of Jove, oft jcy, of peace and plenty, where, 
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Snpporting and supported, polish’d frien(^, 

And dear relations, mingle into bliss. 

But this the rugged savage never felt, 

E’en desolate ifi crowds; and thus his days 
Boil’d heavy, dark, and unenjoy’d along; 

A waste of time! till Industry approach’d, 

And roused him from his miserable sloth: 
llis faculties unfolded; pointed out. 

Where lavish Nature the directing hand 
Of art demanded; show’d him hgw to raise 
His feeble force by the mechanic powers. 

To dig the mineral from the vaulted earth. 

On what to turn the piercing mge of fire. 

On what the torrent, and the gather’d blast; 

Gave the tall ancient forest to his aie; 

Taught him to chip the wood, and hew the stone, 

Till by degrees the finish’d fabric rose; 

I'ore from his limbs the blood-polluted fur, 

And wrapt them in the woolly vestment warm, 

Or bright in glossy silk, and flowing lawn ; 

With wholesome viands fill’d his table, pour’d 
The generous glass around, inspired to wake 
The Ufe-refining soul of decent wit: * 

Nor stopp’d at barren bare necessity; 

stUl advancing bolder, led him on 
To pomp, to pleasure, elegance, and grace ; 

And, breathing high ambition through his soul, 

Set science, wisdom, glory, in his view, 

And bade him be the lord of all below. 

'Then gathering men their natural powers copibined. 
And form’d a Public; to the general good 
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Submitting, aiming, and conducting all. 

For (ifeia the Fatriot-Council met, the full, 

The free, and fairly repreaented Whole; 

For this they planu’d the holy guardian liy\’B, 
Distinguish’d orders, animated arts, 

And with joint force Oppression chaining, set 
Imperial Justice at the helm ; yet still 
To tlieoi accountable: nor slavish dream’d 
That toiling millions must resign their weal, 

And all the honey of tlnyr search, to such 
As for themselves alone tliemselves have raised. 

lienee every form of cultivated life 
In order set. protected, and inspirc-d. 

Into perfection wrought. Uniting all. 

Society grew numerous, high, polite, 

And happy. Nurse of art! the city re.ir'd 
In beauteous pride her tower-encircled head; 

And, stretching street on street, by thousands drew. 
From twining woody haunts, or the tough yew 
To bows strong-straining, her aspiring sons. 

T^hen Commerce brought into the public walk 
The busy merchant; the big warehouse built; 

Failed the strong c?ane; choked up the loaded street 
With foreign plenty; and thy stream, 0 Thames, 
Large, gentle, deep, majestic, king of floods 1 
Chose for his grand resort. On either hand. 

Like a long wintry forest, groves of masts 
Shot up their spires; the bellying sheet between 
Possess’d the breezy void; the sooty hulk 
Steer’d slnggiab on; the splendid barge along 
Bow'd r^ojar^ to bwmony} around, 
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The boat, light-skimming, stretch’d its oai^ whign; 
While deep the various voice of fervent toil 
From bank to bank increased; whence, ribb’d with oak, 
To bear the Brj^ish thunder, black, and bold. 

The roaring vessel rush’d into the main. 

Then, too, the pillar’d dome, magnific, heaved 
Its ample roof; and Luxury within 
Pour’d out her glittering stores: the canvass smooth, 
With glowing life protuberant, to the view 
Embodied rose; the statue seem’^ to breathe. 

And soften into flesh ; beneath the touch 
Of forming art, imaginution-flusli’d. 

All is the gift of Industry; whate’er 
Exalts, embellishes, and renders life 
Uetightful. Pensive AVinter cheer’d by him 
Sits at the social fire, and happy hears 
The excluded tempest idly rave along; 
iris harden’d fingers deck the gaudy Spring; 

AVithout him Summer were an arid waste; 

Kor to the Autumnal months could thus transmit 
Those full, mature, immeasurable stores, 

That, waving round, recall my wandering song. 

Soon as the morning trembles o’er the sky. 

And, unperceived, unfolds the spreading day. 

Before the ripen’d field the reapers stand, 

In fair array, each by the lass he loves. 

To bear the rougher part, and mitigate. 

By nameless gentle ofiflces, her toil. 

At once they stoop, and swell the lusty sheaves; 

While through their cheerful baud the rural tidk, 

The rural scandal, and tie rural jest, 



Flj bannl^ to deceivo the tedioiis time, 
Aui^stenl uafiAt tlie sultry hours away. 

Behind the master w'slks, builds up the shocks, 
And, conscious, glancing oft on every sidg 
His sated eye, feels his l)eart heave with joy. 
The gleaners spread around, and here and there, 
Spike after spike, their sparing harvest pick. 

Be not too narrow, husbandmen ! but fling 
From the full sheaf, with charitable stealth. 

The liberal handful. T^iuk, oh! gr.ik'ful tliink 
How good the God of harvest is k) you ; 

Who pours abundance o’er your flowing fields; 
While these unhappy partners of your hind 
Wide-hover round you, like the fowls of heaven. 
And ask their humble dole. The various turns 
Of fortune ponder; that your sons may want 
What now, with bard reluctance, fiiitit, ye give. 

The lovely young Lavinia once had friends ; 
And Fortune smiled, deceitful, on her birth, 
For, in her helpless years deprived of all, 

Of fivery stay, save innocence and Heaven, 

She with her widow'd mother, feeble, old, 
Ajtiipoor, lived in a'cottage, far retired 
Among the windings of a woody vale; 

By solitude and deep surrounding shades, 

But more by bashful modesty, conceal’d. 
Together thus they shunn’d the cruel scorn 
Which virtue, sunk to poverty, would meet 
*From giddy fashion and low-minded pride; 
Almoat on Nature’s common bounty fed, 

‘I4ke the hirdi that aong them to repoaei, 




Content, and can'lcss of to-morrow’s fare. 

Her form was fresher than the morning rose, 
When the dew wets its leaves ; unstaiu’d and ['u 
As is the lily, or the mountain snow. 

Tlie modest Virtues mingled in her eyes, 

Still on the ground dejected, darting all 
Their humid beams into the blooming flowers: 
,^r when the mournful tale her mother told. 

Of what her faithless fortune promised once, 
Thrill’d in her thought, they, like the dewy star 
Of evening, shone in tears. A native grace 
Sat fair-proportion’d on her polish’d limbs, 

Veil’d in a simple robe, their beet attire. 

Beyond the pomp of dress; for lovelinesi 
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Needs not tlw foreign aid of ornament, 

But la when n^oru’d, adorn’d the moat. 
Thouglitless of beauty, aho was Beauty’s eclf, 
Beeluae amid the cloee-emboworing wood|. 

As in the hollow breaat of Appenine, 

Beneath the shelter of encircling hills, 

A myrtle rises, fur from human eye. 

AnJ breathes its balmy fragnmcc o’er the w ild; 
So flouriah’d blooming, and unseen by all. 

The sweet Lavinia; till^ot length, eompell'J 
By strong Necessity’s supreme commiuid, 

^Vith smiling ])atience in her looks, she went 
To glean rnlemon’s liold.s. The pride oCsuaiiis 
Palcnion was, the generous, and the rich; 

Who led tlic rural life in all its joy 
And elegiincc, such as Arcadian song 
IVansmits from ancient uncorrnpted times; 
When tyrant custom had not sliuckled man, 

Bnt free to follow Nature was the mode. 
He^flien, his fancy with autumnal scenes 
Amusing, chanced beside his reaper-train 
To walk, when poor Lavinia drew hi.s eye; 
Unconscious of hcr*powcr, and turning quick 
With unaffected blushes from his gaze; 

Ho saw her charming, but he saw not half 
The charms her downcast modc-sty eonceal’d. 
That very moment love and chaste desiro 
Sprung iu his bosom, to himself unknowii; 

Bor. Btijl the world prevail’d, and its dread laugh, 
^bich scarce the firm philosopher can scorn, 
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Should hi# heart own a gleaner in the fiey; 

And thuB in secret to his soul be sigh’d:— 

“ What pity ! that so delicate a form, 

By beauty kindled, where enlivening sense 
And more than vulgar goodness seem to dwell, 
Should be devoted to the rude embrace 
Of some indecent clown! She looks, methiuks, 

Of old Acasto’s line; and to my mind 
Kecalls that patron of my happy life, 

From whom my liberal fortune t*ok its rise; 

Now to the dust gone down; his houses, lands, 

And once fair-spreading family, dissolved. 

’Tis said that in some lone, obscure retreat. 

Urged by remembrance sad, and decent pride, 

Far from those scenes which knew their better days. 
His aged widow and his daughter live, 

Whom yet my fruitless search could never find. 
Jtomantic wish! would this the daughter were! ” 
When, strict inquiring, from herself he found 
She was the same, the daughter of his friend, 

Of boui»tiful Acasto; who can speak 

The mingled passions that surprised his heart, 

And through his nerves in shivering transport ran ? 
Then blazed his smother’d flame, avow’d, and bold 
as he view’d her, ardent, o’er and o’er, 

Love, gratitude, and pity wept at once. 

Confused, and frighten’d at his sudden tears, 

Her rising beauties flush’d a higher bloom, 

As thus Palemon, passionate and just, 

Pour’d out the pious rapture of his soul:— 
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“ And artithou, then, Acasto’s dear remains P 
Sh^ whom Bi;f restless gratitude has sought 
So long in v»in ? Oh yes ! tlic \ cry same, 

The et)ften’d image of my noble friend; 

Alive his every feature, every look, 

More elegantly toueh’d. Sweeter than S[iring! 
Tliou sole 8urvi\'ing blossom from the root 
THht nourish’d up ray fortune! say, ah where, 

In what sequester’d desert, liaat thou drawn 
The kindest aspect of Relighted 1 leaven ? 

Into such beauty spread, and blown so fair; 

Tliough Poverty’s cold wind, and crushing rain. 

Beat keen and heavy on tliy tender years ? 

0 let me now' into a rielier soil 

Transplant thee safe! where vernal suns and shower 

Diffuse their warmest, largest iuiluence; 

And of my garden be the pride and joy! 

Ill it befits thee, oh it ill befits 
Acasto’s daughter, his, whose open stores, 

Though vast, were little to his ampler heart, 

Tl*e father of a country, thus to pick 
The very refuse of those harvest-fields 
Which from his bdViutc'ous friendship T enjoy. 

Then throw that shameful pittance from thy hand. 
But U1 applied to such a nigged task; 

The fields, the master, all, my fair, are thine; 

If to the various blessings which thy house 
Has on me lavish’d, thou wilt add that bliss, 

'That dearest bliss, the power of blessing thee!” 

Hrte cessed the youth; yet still his speaking eye 
; JiXptdM’d |he sacred triumph of his soul, 
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With conscious virtue, gratitude, and love, 

Above the vulgar joy divinely rais’d. 

Nor waited he reply. Won by the charm 

Of goodness irresistible, and all 

In sweet disorder lost, she blush’d consent. 

The news immediate to her mother brought, 

AVTiile, pierced with anxious thought, she pined away 
The lonely moments for Lavinia’s fate: 

Amoied, and scarce believing what she heard, 

Joy seized her wither’d veins, and^one bright gleam 
Of setting life shone on her evening hours: 

Not less enraptured than the happy jmir, 

Who flourish’d long in tender bliss, and rear’d 
A numerous ofl'spriug, lovely like themselves, 

And good, the grace of all the country round. 

Defeating oft the labours of the year, 

The sultry south collects a potent blast. 

At first, the groves are scarcely seen to stir 
Their trembliug tops; and a still murmur runs 
Along the soft-inclining fiehls of corn. 

But as the aerial tempest fuller swells, 

And in one mighty stix*uni, invisible, 

Immense, the whole excited atmospheic 
Impetuous rushes o’er the sounding world; 

Strain’d to the root, the stooping forest jmurs 
.bustling shower of yet untimely leaves. 

High beat, the circling mountains eddy in, 

From the bare wild, the dissipated storm. 

And send it in a torrent down the vale. 

Exposed, and naked, to its utmost rage, 

all the sea of harvest rolling round, 
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The billowy plain floats wide; nor can evade, 
Tliough plianf to the blast, its seizing fort'C; 

Or whirl’d in air, or into vacant cbaft’ 

Shook waste. And sometimes, too, a biyist of rain, 
Swept from the black borizon, broad, descends 
In one coutinuovis flood. Still over head 
The mingling tempest weaves its gloom, and still 
Thfe delngc decpen.s; till the fields annind 
Lie sunk, and Hatted, in the sordid wa\e. 

Sudden, the ditehe.s .sw^dl; the mciulows swim. 

Bed, from the hills, innumerable streams 
Tumultuous roar; and high above its banka 
The river lift, before whose rushing tide 
Herds, flocks, and harvests, eottages and swains, 
lioll mingled down ; all that the winds li.ad spared 
In one wild moment ruined; the big hopes, 

And well-earn’d treasua's of tbo painiul )eur. 

Fled to some eminence, the husbandman 
Helpless beholds the miserable wreck 
Driving along; bis drowning o.x at once 
Descending, with his labours scatter’d round, 

He sees; and instant o’er his shivering thought 
Comes Winter un[trovided, and a train 
Of claimant children dear. A'o masters, then. 

Be mindful of the rough laborious hand 
That sinks you soft in elegance and ea.se; 

Be mindful of those limbs iu russet clad, 

Whose toil to yours is warmth and graceful pride 
And, oh! be mindful of that sparing board, 

Which covers yoors with luxury profuse, 

ycuy glasSt sparkle, abd your sCnse rejoice! 



Nor cruelly demand what the deep raina 
And all-involving winds have swept away. 

Here the rude clamour of the sportsman’s joy, 
The gun fast-th^ndcring, and the winded horn, 
"Would tempt the Muse to sing the rural game: 



How in his mid-career the spaniel, struck 
Stiff by the tainted gale, with open nose 
Outstretch’d and finely sensible, draws full, 

Fearful and cautious, on the latent pr^'; 

As in the sun the circling covey bask 
Thpir varied plumes, and watchful every way, 
Through the rough stubble turn the secrc't e3’e. 
Caught in the meshy snare, in vain they beat 
Their idle wings, entangled more and more: 

Nor on the surges of the boundless air, 

' Though borne triumphant, are they safe; the gun 

j^st, and audden, from the Ibwl^r’a eyg,^ . 


O’erttkes tb^r.soanding pinionB; and again, 
Inunldiate, brings them from the towering wing, 
Dead to the ground; or drives them wide dispersed, 
Wounded, and wheeling various, down th* witid. 
These arc not subjects for the peaceful Muse, 

Nor will she stain with such her spotless song; 
Then most delighted, when she social sees 
The whole mix’d animal-creation round 
Alive and happy. ’Tia not joy to her, 

This falsely cheerful baAarous game of death, 

This rage of pleasure, which the restless youth 
Awakes, impatient, with the gleaming mom: 

When beasts of prey retire, that all night long. 
Urged by necessity, had ranged the dark. 

As if their conscious ravage shunn’d the liglit. 
Ashamed. Not so the steady tyrant man. 

Who with the thoughtless insolence of power 
Inflamed, beyond the most infuriate wrath 
Of the worst monster that e’er roam’d the waste, 
Foiisport alone pursues the cruel chase, 

A^mid the beamings of the gentle days. 

Upbraid, ye ravening tribes, our wanton rage, 
PorTiunger kindles you, and lawless want; 

But lavish fed, in Nature’s bounty roll’d, 

To joy at anguish, and delight in blood, 
ts what your horrid bosoms never knew. 

Poor is the triumph o’er the timid hare! 

IcMed from the com, and now to some lone seat 
{etirod: the nuhy fen; the ragged furte, 

ttie heath; the stubble ebapt;. 

entan^ed bnxm; 
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Of the same friendly hue, the wither’d feip; 

The fallow ground laid open to the sun, 

Concoctive; and the nodding sandy bank, 

Hung o’er the fhazes of the mountain brook. 

Vain is her best precaution; though she sits 
Conceal’d, with folded ears; unsleeping eyes, 

By Nature raised to take the horizon in; 

And head couch’d close betwixt her hairy feet. 

In act to spring away. The scented dew 
Betrays her early labyrinth ; aiuWeep, 

In scatter’d sullen openings, far behind. 

With every breeze she bears the coming storm. 
But nearer, and more frequent, as it loads 
The sighing gale, she springs amazed, and all 
The savage soul of game is up at once: 

The pack full-opening, various; the shrill horn 
Itesounded from the hills ; the neighing steed, 
Wild for the chase; and the loud hunter’s shout; 
O’er a weak, harmless, flying creature, all 
Mix’d in mad tumult, and discordant joy. 

The stag, too, singled from the herd, where long 
Ue ranged the branching monarch o^the shades, 
Before the tempest drives. At first, in speed 
He, sprightly, puts his faith; and. roused by fear, 
^ives all bis swift aerial soul to flight; 

Against the breeze he darts, that way the more 
To leave the lessening murderous cry behind: 
Deception short I though fleeter than the winds 
Blown o’er the keen-air’d mountain by the north. 
He bunts the thickets, glances through tba 





If alow, yet sure, adhesive th'^lie 
Hot-steaming, up behind him come again 
The inhuman rout, and from the shady depth 
Eipel him, circling through bis every shift, 
fjft sweeps the'forest oft; and sobbing sees 
opening to the golden day, 





Wliere, in kind contest, with his batting Mend* 
He wont to struggle, or his loyes enjoy. * 

Oft in the full-descending Hood he tries 
To lose the scent, and lave hia burning sides: 

Oft seeks the £erd; the watchful herd, alarm’d. 
With selfish care avoid a brother’s woe. 

What shall he dO ? His once so vivid nerves. 

So full of buoyant spirit, now no more 
Inspire the course; but fainting breathless toil, 
Sick, seizes on his heart: he stands at bay; 

And puts his last weak refuge in despair. 

The big round tears run down his dappled face; 

He groans in angush: while the growling pack, 
Blood-happy, hang at his fair jutting chest. 

And mark his beauteous checker’d sides with gore. 

Of this enough. But if the sylvan youth. 
Whoso fervent blood boils into violence. 

Must have the chase; behold, despising flight. 

The roused up lion, resolute, and slow, 

Advancing full on the protended spear. 

And coward band, that circling wheel aloof. 

Slunk from the cavern, and the troubled wood. 

See the grim wolf; on him his shaggy foe 
Vindictive fii, and let the ruffian die: 

Or, growling horrid, as the brindled boar 
Grins fell destruction, to the monster’s heart 
Let the dart lighten trom the nervous arm. 

These Britain knows not; give, ye Britons, then 
Your sportive fury, pitiless, to pour 
Loose on the nightly robber of the fold; 

ftom lu4 enggy ydndifig ^unts unearth’A^ ^ 
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I«t aH the diimder of chase pursue. 

Tlm»w the broad ditcb behind you; o’er the hedge 
High bound, resistless; nor the deep morass 
Kefuso, but through the shaking wildemsss 
Pick your nice way ; into the perilous flood 
Bear fearless, of the raging instinct full; 

And, as you ride the torrent, to the banks 
Your triumph sound sonorous, running round. 

From rock to rock, in circling echo tost; 

Then seale the mountains to their woody tops j 
Rxish down the dangerous steep; nml o’er tho lawn, 
In fancy swallowing up the space between. 

Pour all your speed into the rapid game. 

For happy he! who tops the wheeling chase; 

Has every mare evolved, and every guile 
Disclosed; wlio knows the merits of the pack ; 

Who saw the villain seired, and d} ing hard, 
Without complaint, though by a hundred mouths 
Beleutless torn: O glorious he, beyond 
His daring peers! when tlie retreating horn 
Calls them to ghostly halls of grey renow n, 

With woodland honours graced ; the fox’s fur, 
Depending decent from the roof: and spread 
Sound the drear walls, with antic figures fierce, 

The stag’s large front; he then is loudest heard, 
When the night staggers with severer toils, 

With feats Thessalian centaurs never knew, 

And their repeated wonders shako the dome. 

, Burt first the fuel’d chimney blaxes wide; 
the tatJtarda £»im; and the strong table groa^ 
tb* ctfipLin^ iulouii atrefrdi’d iaunanse 
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From »ide to side; in which, with despend» knife, 
They deep incision make, and talk the while 
Of England’s glory, ne’er to be defaced 
While hence they borrow vigour; or amain 
Into the pasty plunged, at intervals, 

If stomach keen can intervals allow, 

Eclating all the glories of the chase. 

Then sated Hungcf bids his brother Tliirst 
Produce the mighty bowl; the mighty bowl, 

Swell’d high with fiery juice, steems liberal round 
A potent gale, delicious, as the breath 
Of Maiii to the love-sick shepherdess, 

On violets diffus’d, while soft she hears 
Her panting shepherd stealing to her arms. 

Nor wanting is the brown October, drawn, 

Mature and perfect, from his dark retreat 
Of thirty years; and now his honest front 
Flames in the light refulgent, not afraid 
E’en with the vineyard’s best produce to \io. 

To cheat the thirsty moments, Whist awhile 
AValks his grave round beneath a cloud of smoke, 
Wreath’d, fragrant, from the pipe; or the quick dice. 
In thunder leaping from the box, awake 
The sounding gammon : while ^omp-lo^'ing miss 
Js haul’d about in gallantry robust. 

At last these puling idlenesses laid 
Aside, frequent and full, the dry divan 
Close in firm circle; and set, ardent, iu 
For serious drinking. Nor evasion sly, 

Nor sober shift, is to the puking wretch 
aj»r*i but MjjBest, brimminff 



Lave every soul, the table floating round, 
And pavement, faithlesa to the fuddled foot. 


Thus aa they swim in mutual awill, the talk, 
Vociierona, at once from twenty tongues. 

Reels fast from theme to theme; from horses, hounds, 
T# church or mistress, politics or ghost. 

In endless mazes, intricate, per])lex’d. 

M^time, with sq^den interruption, loud. 

The impatient catch bursts from the joyous heart; 

That moment touch’d is eacli congenial soul; 

And, opening in a fiill-mouth’d cry of joy. 

The kugh, the slap, the jocund curse, go round; 

Whilfij from their slumbers shook, the kennel’d houndi 
llix in the music of the day again. 


A» irten the tempest, that has vex’d the deep 
|Uglit long, with fainter murmuw 


MEfiaer. 

TTaable to take np the cumbrous word, 

Lie quite dissolved. Before their maudlin'eyes, 
Seen dim and blue, the double tapers dance, 

Like the sun waging through the misty sky. 

Then, sliding soft, they drop. Confused above. 
Glasses and bottles, pipes and gazetteers. 

As if the table e’en itself was drunk. 

Lie, a wet broken scene ; and wide, below. 

Is heap’d the social slaughter: where, astride. 

The lubber Power in filthy triumpjj sits. 

Slumbrous, inclining still from side to side. 

And steeps them drench’d in potent sleep till mom. 
Perhaps some doctor, of tremendous paunch. 

Awful and deep, a black abyss of drink, 

Outlives them all; and from his buried flock 
lietiring, full of rumination sad. 

Laments the weakness of these latter times. 

lut if the rougher sex, by this fierce sport. 

Is hurried wild, let not such horrid joy 
E’er stain the bosom of the British fair. 

Far be the spirit of the chase from them! 

Uncomely courage, unbeseeming skill; 

To spring the fence, to rein the prancifig steed ; 

The cap, the whip, the masculine attire, 

In which they roughen to the sense, and all 
The winning softness of their sex is lost. 

In them 'tis graceful to dissolve at woe; 

With every motion, every word, to wave 
Quick o’er the kindling cheek the ready blush; 

And from the smallest violence to shrink 
then th« lovelieet m their fear* i 



by tbisyiCDt ^ulstioH, soft, 

3^ ti»«r pro^edKon more engaging man. 

0 majr their ejes no miserable sight, 

3»ve weeping lovers, see! a nobler game,. 

Through love’s enchanting wiles pursued, yet fled. 
In chase ambigtious. May their tender Umbs 
Float in the loose simplicity of dress! 

And, fashion’d all to harmony, alone 
Know they to sie/.e the captivated soul, 

InVnpture warbled frogi lovc-brenthing lips; 

To teach the lute to languish; with smooth step. 
Disclosing motion in its every charu), 

^ To sw'im along, and swell the mazy dance; 

To train the foliage o’er the snowy lawn; 

To guide the pencil, turn the tuneful page; 

To lend new flavour to the fruitful year. 

And heighten Nature’s dainties: in their race 
To rear their graces into second life; 

To give society its highest taste; 

Well order’d home man’s best delight to make; 
And by, submissive wisdom, modest skill, 

With every gentle care-eluding art, 

To wiseyhe virtuosi? animate the bliss, 

E’en chann the pains to something more than joy, 
, And sweeten all the toils of human life: 

This be the female dignity, and praise. 

Ye swains, now hasten to the hazcl'bank; 
Where, down yon dale, the wildly-winding brook 
)uMTte from steep to steep. In close array, 
|iit thieiketa and the tangling shrub, 

yoa hitert 



Tlie woodlands raise j the clustering nuts for you 
The lorer finds amid the secret shaded 
And, where they burnish on the topmost bougli,^ 
With active vigour crushes down the tree; 

Or shakes them ripe from the resigning husk, 

A glossy shower, and of an ardent brown. 

As are the ringlets of Melinda’s hair: 

Melinda! form’d with every grace complete; 
vYet these neglecting, above beauty wise, 
fer trtnswi^ng wiot; g yplgar praise. 
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' Hence fi4ni the bvuy joy-re*o\mding fields, 

In cheerful error, let us tread the maze 
Of Autumn^ unconfiued; and taste, revived, 

The breath of orchard big with bending fruit. 
Obedient to the breeze and beating ray, 

ITrora the d^p-loaded bough a mellow shower 
Incessant melts away. Tho juicy pear 
Lies in a soft profusion, scatter’d round. 

A various sweetness swells the gentle race, 

Hy Nature’s all-refinmg hand prepared ; 

Of temper’d sun, and water, earth, and air, 

In ever-changing composition mix’d. 

Such, falling frequent through the chiller night, 
The fragrant stores, the wide projected hea^>8 
Of apples, which the lusty-handed year, 
Innumerous, o’er the blushing orchard shakes. 

A various spirit, fresh, delicious, keen. 

Dwells in their gelid pores; and, active, points 
The piercing cider for the thirsty tongue: 

Tljiy native theme, and boon iuspirer too, 

Philips, Pomona’s bard, the second thou 
yV'ho nobly durst,^in rhyme-unfetter’d verse, 

With British freedom sing the British song: 

How, from Silurian vats, high sparkling wines 
Foam in transparent floods; some strong, to cheer 
The wintry revels of the labouring hind ; 

And tasteful some, to cool the summer hours. 

In this glad se^n, while his sweetest beams 
ton sheds, equal o’er the meeken’d day, 



deUghtfnl walks 




Where simple Nature reigns; and every new, 
Diffusive, spreads the pure Dorsetian downs, 

Ji boundless prospect; yonder shagg’d With wood, 
Jere rich with iiarvest, and there white with flocks! 
Meantime the grandeur of thy lofty dome, , 

Tar splendid; seizes on the ravish’d eye. 

New beauties rise with each revolving day; 

New columns swell; and still the fresh Spring finds 
New plants to quicken, and new groves to green. 
Full of thy genius all! the Museak seat; 

Where in the secret bower, and winding walk. 

For virtuous Young and thee they twine the bay. 
Here wandering oft, fired with the restless thirst 
Of thy applause, I solitary court 
'fho inspiring breeze, and meditate the book 
Of Nature, ever open; aiming thence. 

Warm from the heart, to learn the moral song; - 
And, £18 I steal along the sunny wall. 

Where Autumn basks, with fruit empurpled deep, 
My pleasing theme continual prompts my thought: 
Presents the downy peach; the shining plum. 

With a fine bluish mist of animals 
Clouded; the ruddy nectarine; and dark. 

Beneath his ample leaf, the luscious fig. 

The vine, too, here her curling tendrils shoots; 
JIangs out her clusters, glowing to the south; 

And scarcely wishes for a wfirraer sky. 

Turn we a moment Fancy’s rapid flight 
To vigorous soils, and climes of feir extent j 


Whe^, by the potent «un elat^ high, 






‘-Spyoadi o’ei* Ae vale; or up the mountaio cliroba, 
Profuae; and drinks, amid the sunny rocks, 
yrom cHlf to cliff incitjaacd, the heigliten’d blare. 
Low bendt^be weighty boughs. The clusters clear, 
'Half through the foliage seen, or anient flame, 

Or shine transparent; while perfection breathes 
AVhitc o’er the turgent film the living dew. 

As thus they brighten with e.xaltod juice, 

Touch’d into flavour by the mingling ray, 

The rural youth and virgins, o'er the fi<*ld, 

Each fond for each to cull the autumnal prime, 
Exulting rove, and speak the vintage nigh. 

Then comes the crushing swain ; the countrj- floats, 
And foams unbounded w ith the ma-shy flood ; 

That by degrees fermented, and refined. 

Bound the raised nations pours the cup of joy: 

Tlie claret smooth, red as the lip we press 
In sparkling fancy, while we drain the bowl; 

The mellow-tasted burgundy; and quick, 
is the wit it gives, the gay champagne. 

Now, by the cool declining year condensed, 
I^escend the copious exhalations, check'd 
As up the middle sky unseen they stole. 

And roll the doubling fogs around the hill. 

No more the mountain, horrid, vast, sublime, 

Who pours a sweep of rivers from his sides, 

And high between contending kingdoms rears 
The rocky long division, fills the view 
in a night 
u the baffled sense 
SOieoge exj^^u^ 


WiUt great variety; bi 
Of^bemg TBpoor, ft 







The huge dusk, gradual, swallow's up the plal£ 

Vanish the woods; the dim-seen river seems 
Sullen, and slow to roll the misty wave. 

E'en in the height of noon oppress’d, the sun 
Sheds weak, and blunt, his widc-refracted ray; 

Whence glaring oft, with many a broaden’d orb. 

He frights the nations. Indistinct on earth. 

Seen through the turbid air, beyond the life 
Objects appear; and, wilder’d, o’er the waste , 

The shepherd stalks gigantic. TMl at last 
Wreath’d dun around, in deeper circles still 
Successive closing, sits the general fog 
Unbounded o’er the world; and, mingling thick, 

A formless grey confusion covers all. 

As when of old (so sung the Hebrew bard) 

Light, imcollected, through the chaos urged 
Its infant way; uor Order yet had drawn 
His lovely train from out the dubious gloom. 

These roving mists, that constant now begin 
To smoke along the hilly country, these. 

With weighty rains, and melted Alpine snows, 

The mountain-cisterns fill; those amjjle stores 
Of water, scoop’d among the hollow rocks; 

Whence gush the streams, the ceaseless fountains play, 
And their unfailing wealth the rivers draw'. 

Some sages say, that, where the numerous wave 
For ever lashes the resounding shore. 

Drill’d through the sandy stratum, every way, 

The watera with the sandy stratum rise; 

Amid whose angles infinitely strain’d, 
joyful le«TO jsggf tpfita behind 



. Ani sweeten as they soak along. 

Jior/topa t& festless fluid, mounting still, 

Though oft amidst the irriguous vale it springs; 

But to the mountain courted by the sjuid 
That leads it darkling on in faithful maze, 

Far from tho parent-main, it boils again 
Fresh into day; and all the glittering hill 
Is bright with spouting rills. But hence this vain 
Amuaive dream! why should the waters love 
To take so far a joum^ to tho hills. 

When the sweet valleys oiler to their toil 
Inviting quiet, and a nearer bed ? 

. Or if, by blind ambition led astray. 

They must aspire, why should they sudden atop 
Among the broken mountain’s nishy dells, 

Aud, ere they gain its higliest peak, desert 

The attractive sand that charm’d their course so long? 

Besides, the hard agglomerating salts, 

The spoil of ages, would impervious choke 
Their secret channels; or, by slow degrees. 

High as the hills protrude the swelling vales; 

Old Ocean too, suck’d through the porous globe. 

Had long ere now fcrsook his horrid bed. 

And brought Deucalion’s watery times again. 

Say then, where lurk the vast eternal springs, 

■ That, like creating Nature, lie conceal’d 
From mortal eye, yet with their lavish stores 
^POefresh the globe, and all its joyous tribes! 

0 thoa pervading Genius, given to man 
^0 tni^ the secrets of the dark abyss, 

hare I and wide display 



Their hidde^ etmcture to the astonish’d View!. 
Strip from the branching Alps, their piny Ibad; 

Th^ huge encumbrance of horrific woods 
From Asian Taurus, from Imaiis stretch’d 
Athwart the roving Tartar’s sullen bounds; 

Give opening Hemus to my searching eye, 

And high Olympus pouring many a stream! 

0 from the sounding summits of the north, 

The Dofrino hills, through Scandinavia roll’d 
To farthest Lapland and the frozen main; 

From lofty Caucasus, far seen by those 
AVho in the Caspian and block Elixine toil; 

From cold Eiphean rocks, which the wild lluss 
Believes the stony girdle* of the world; 

And all the dreadful mountains, wrapp’d in storm, 
"Whence wide Siberia draws her lonely floods; 

0 sweep tlie eternal snows! Hung o’er the deep. 
That ever works beneath his sounding base. 

Bid Atlas, propping heaven, as poets feign. 

His subterranean wonders spread! Unveil 
The ininy caverns, blazing on the day. 

Of Abyssinia’s cloud-compelling cliff's. 

And of the bending Mountainsf of thfe Moon! 
O’ertopping all these giant sons of earth. 

Let the dire Andos, from the radiant line 
Stretch’d to the stormy seas that thunder round 
The southern pole, their hideous deeps unfold! 
Amazing scene 1 Behold I the glooms disclose; 

* TIm lIoMonte* o>U tiie BifdtMo KoanUis* fFtliH Osmt*rp§pf 
UU grtai ftonf OirdU; beoauM •nppoM tli«m to nwompiM 

of noaatiiaf ia iiUct, tkst sotroo^ 
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I *» the in their infant beds! 

»» * • 

Deep, deep I hear them, labouring to get free! 

I aee the leamiug strata, artful ranged; 

The gaping fissures to receive the rains, • 

The melting snows, and ever-dripping fogs. 

Strew’d bibulous above I see the sands, 

The pebbly gravel ne.tt, the layers then 
Of mingled moulds, of more retentive earths, 

The gutter’d rocks and mazy running clefls; 

That, while the stealing moisture they transmit, 
Betard its motion, and forbid its waste. 

Beneath the incessant weeping of these drains, 

I see the rocky 8if)hon8 stretch’d immense, 

The mighty reservoirs of harden’d chalk. 

Or stiff-compacted clay, capacious form'd. 
O'erflowing thence, the congregated stores, 

The crystal treasures of the liquid world, 

Through the stirr’d sands a bubbling passage burst; 
And welling out, around the middle steep, 

O^from the bottoms of the bosom’d hills. 

In pure effusion flow. United, thus, 

The exhaling sun, the vapour-burden’d air, 

The*gelid mountains, that to rain condensed 
These vapours in continual current draw, 

And send them, o’er the fair-divided earth. 

In bounteous rivers to the deep again, 

A social commerce hold, and firm support 
The fuD-adjusted harmony of things. 

When Ajituran scatters his departing gleams, 
of approaching Winter, gather’d, jplay 
; aod toss*d wide, wonnd^ 
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O’er the calm sky, in wnTolution swift. 

The feather’d eddy floats: rejoicing once, 

Ere to their wintry slumbers they retire; 

In clusters clung, beneath the mouldering bank, 
And where, unpierced by frost, the cavern sweats: 
Or, rather, into warmer climes convey’d. 

With other kindred birds of season, there 
They twitter cheerful, till the vernal months 
Invite them welcome back; for, thronging, now 
Innumerous wings are in commotion all. 

Where the Rhine loses his majestic force 
In Belgian plains, won from the raging deep, 

By diligence amazing, and the strong • 
Unconquerable hand of Liberty, 

The stork-assembly meets; for many a day. 
Consulting deep, and various, ere they take 
Their arduous voyage through the liquid sky: 

And now their route design’d, their leaders chose. 
Their tribes adjiisted, clean’d their vigorous wings 
And many a circle, many a short essay, 

Wheel’d round and round, in congregation full 
The figured flight ascends ; and, riding high 
The aerial billows, mixes with the cfcuds. 

Or where the Northern ocean, in vast whirls. 
Boils round the naked melancholy isles 
Of farthest Thuld, and the Atlantic surge 
Poxxrs in among the stormy Hebrides; 

Who can recount what transmigrations there 
Are annual made P what nations come and go? 
And how the living clouds on clouds ariae f 
winga I ^ all t^e plame>daric Wt . 




Sen |>lBm hsrmtess native hie tmtU flock, 
Aju^berd d^iflntive of many hnes, 

Tende on th# little ialand’s verdant swell, 

The ahepherll’t sea-girt reign; or, to the jocks 
Bire-clinging, gathers his ovarious food ; 

Or sweeps the fishy shore ; or treasures up 
The plumage, rising fuU, to form the bed 
Of luxury. And here awhile the Muse, 

High hovering o’er the broad cerulean scene, 

Sees Caledonia, in ronjpntic view: 

Her airy mountains, from the waving main, 

Invested with a keen diffusive sky. 

Breathing the soul acute; her forests huge. 

Incult, robust, and tall, by Nature’s hand 
Planted of old; her nxure lakes between. 

Pour’d out eitensive, and of watery wealth 
Full; winding deep, and green, her fertUc vales; 
With many a cool translucent brimming Hood 
Wash’d lovely, from the Tweed (pure parent stream. 
Whose pastoral banks first heard my Doric reed, 
"VC^ith, sylvan Jed, thy tributary brook) 

To where the north-inflated tempest foams 
CJ’er Orca’s or Beffhbium’s highest peak: 

Nurse of a people, in Misfortune’s school 
Train’d up to hardy deeds; soon visited 
By Learning, when before the Gothic rage 
She took her western flight. A manly race. 

Of unsubmitting spirit, wise, and brave; 

Who Still through bleeding ages struggled hard 
iwU unhappy Wallace can attest, 
potnot^^o I iU-reqnited chM!) 



To hold a'generous undiminish’d state; 

Too much in vain! Hence of unequal boands 
Impatient, and by tempting glory borne 
O’er every land, for every land their life 
Has flow’d pro^e, their piercing genius plann’d, 
And Bwcll’d the pomp of peace their faithful toil, 
As from their own clear north, in radiant streams. 
Bright over Europe bursts the boreal morn. 

Oh I is there not some patriot, in whose power 
That best, that godlike loiury is placed, 

Of blessing thousands, thousands yet unborn, 
Through late posterity ? some, large of soul. 

To cheer dejected industry ? to give 
A double harvest to the pining swain, 

And teach the labouring hand the sweets of toil ? 
How, by the finest art, the native robe 
To weave ; how, white as hyperborean snow, 

To form the lucid lawn; with venturous oar 
How to dash wide the billow ; nor look on. 
Shamefully passive while Batavian fleets 
Defraud us of the glittering finny swarpis. 

That heave our friths, and crowd upon our shores ; 
How all-enlivening trade to rouse, and wing 
The prosperous sail, from every growing port. 
Uninjured, round the sea-encircled globe; 

And thus, in soul united as in name. 

Bid Britain reign the mistress of the deep ? 

Yes, there are such. And full on thee, Argyle, 
Her hope, her stay, her darling, and her boast, 
From her first patriots and her heroes sprung,' 
,^y fdndl implcoin^ oountry toms her eye { 



1Ea thee, aU a mother’o triumph, Bees 
He^ erery every grace combioed, 

Her genius,'wisdom, her engaging turn, 

Her pride of honour, and her courage tried. 

Calm, and intrepid, in the very throat 
Of aulphuroua war, on Teniers’ dreadful field. 

Nor less the palm of peace inwrentlies thy brow: 
For, powerful as thy sword, from thy rich tonguo 
Pei’suosion flows, and wins the high debate ; 
While mix’d in thee ^mbine the charm of youth, 
The force of manhood, and tlie depth of age. 

Thee, Forbes, too, wliom every worth attends. 

As truth Buicere, as weeping friendship kind, 

Thee, truly generous, and in silence great, 

Thy country feels through her reviving arts, 
Flann’d by thy wisdom, by thy soul inform’d ; 
And seldom has she knowm a friend like thee. 

But see the fading many-colour’d wovkIh, 

Shade deepening over shade, the country round 
Imbrown ; a crowded umbrage, dusk, and dun, 

<3f every hue, from wan declining greiai 
To sooty dark. These now the lonesome Muse, 
tj 0 W whispering, l^^d into their Icaf-strown walks. 
And give the season in its latest view. 

Meantime, light shadowing all, a sober calm 
Fleeces unbounded ether; whose least wave 
Stands tremulous, uncertain where to turn 
The gentle current: while illumined wide, 

The dewy-»kirted clouds imbibe the son, 

And through their lucid veil his soften’d force 
jSbddo'ot the pettC^ul world. Then is the tiiiMi 



For those whom Wisdom and whom watnre <;JRrm, 

To steal themselves from the degenerate dhowd, 

And soar above this little scene of things: 

To tread low-th^ughted Vice beneath their feet; 

To soothe the throbbing passions into peace; 

And woo lone quiet in her silent walks. 

Thus solitary, and in pensive guise, 

Oft let me wander o’er the russet mead, 

And through the sadden’d grove, where scarce is beard 
One dying strain, to cheer the woqjiman’s toil. 

Haply some widow’d songster pours his plaint. 

Far, in faint warblings, through the tawny copse: 
While congregated thrushes, linnets, larks, 

And each wild throat, whose artless strains so late 
Swell’d all the music of the sw'arming shades, 

Eobb’d of their tuneful souls, now shivering sit 
On the dead tree, a dull despondent flock, 

With not a brightness waving o’er their plumes. 

And nought save chattering discord in their note. 

0 let not, aim’d from some inhuman eye, 

The gun the music of the coming year 
Destroyand harmless, unsuspecting harm, 

Lay the weak tribes a miserable prey,* 

In mingled murder, fluttering on the ground! 

The pale descending-year, yet pleasing still, 

A gentler mood inspires; for now the leaf 
Incessant rustles from the mournful grove; 

Oft startling such as, studious, walk below. 

And slowly circles through the waving air. 

Bat should a quicker breese amid the boughs 
Ikib, o'er the sl^ the^leafy deluge streams], 





ehok^ijaad matted with the drewj thower, 
The^forest itolha, at ereiy rieing gale, 

Boll wide tlfe wither’d wa;^te, and whistle bleak. 
Fled ia the blasted verdure of the fields; 

And, shrunk into their beds, the flowery, race 
Heir Bunnjr robes resign. E’en what remain'd 
Of bolder fruits falls from the naked tree; 

And woods, fields, gardens, orchards, all around 
The desolated prospect thrills the soul. 

He comes! he comes! in every breeze the Power 
Of philosophic Melancholy comes! 

Hb near approach the sudden starting tear. 

The glowing cheek, the mild dejected air,^ 

The soften’d feature, and the beating heart. 

Pierced deep with many a virtuous pang, declare. 
O'er all the soul his sacred influence breathes; 
Inflames imagination; through the bieast 
Infuses every tenderness; and far 
Beyond dim earth exalts the swelling thought. 

Tell thousand thousand fleet ideas, such 
As never mingled with the vulgar dream, 

Crowd fast into the mind’s creative eye. 

A* Cist the correspondent passions rise, 

As varied, and as high : Devotion raised 
To rapture, and divine astonishment; 

The love of Nature unconfined, and, chief, 

Of human race; the large ambitious wish, 

To make them blest; the sigh for sutfering worth 
Lost in obscurity; the noble scorn 
Of tyrant pride; the fearless great resolve; 

Tb» wonder which the dying patriot draw*, 



Inspiring glory through remotest time; 

The awaken’d throb for virtue and for fanTe; 

The sympathies of love and friendship dear; 

With all the social offspring of the heart. 

Oh! bear me then to vast embowering shades, 

To twilight groves, and visionary vales; 

To weeping grottoes, and prophetic glooms; 

Where angel forms, athwart the solemn dusk. 
Tremendous sweep, or seem to sweep along; 

And voices more than human, through the void 
Deep-sounding, seize the enthusiastic ear! 

Or is this gloom too much ? Then lead, ye powers, 
That o’er the garden and the rural seat 
Preside, which shining through the cheerful land 
In countless numbers bleat Britannia sees; 

O lead me to the wide extended walks. 

The fair majestic paradise of Stowe! * 

Not Persian Cyrus on Ionia’s shore 
E’er saw such sylvan scenes; such various art 
By genius fired, such ardent genius tamed 
By cool judicious art; that, in the strife, 

All beauteous Nature fears to bo outdone. 

And there, O Pitt, thy country’s earlj^ boast, 

There let mo sit beneath the shelter’d slopes, 

Or in that temple t whtere, in future times. 

Thou well shalt merit a distinguish’d name; 

And, with thy converse blest, catch the last smiles 
Of Autumn beaming o’er the yeUow woods. 

While there with thee the enchanted round I walk, 



ivto^ 


Tbl» ]regtiltt;|^ wQd, g»7 Fancy then 

Wil\tread in thought the grores of attic land; 

WiH from thpf standard taste refine her own, 

Correct her pencil to the purest truth 
Of Nature, ^r, the unimpossion’d shades 
Forsakmg, raise it to the human mind. 

Or if hereafter she, with juster hand, 

Shall draw the tragic scene, instruct her, thou. 

To mark the varied^ movements of the heart. 

What every decent character requires, 

And every passion speaks; 0 through her strain 
Breathe thy pathetic eloquence! that moulds 
The attentive senate, charms, persuades, exalts. 

Of honest 2Jeal the indignant lightning throws. 

And shakes Corruption on her venal throne. 

While thus we talk, and through Elysian vales 
Delighted rove, perhaps a sigh escapes: 

What pity, Cobham, thou thy verdant files 
Of Q^er’d trees shouldst here inglorious range, 
Instead of squadrons flaming o’er the field, 

ATid long embattled hosts I when the proud foe. 

The faithless vain disturber of mankind, 
liSauIting Gaul, haj» roused the world to war; 

When keen, once more, within their bounds to press 
Those polish’d robbers, those ambitious slaves, 

The British youth would bail thy wise command, 
Thy tsiqper’d ardour, and thy veteran skill 1 
The western tun withdraws the shorten’d day; 
And humid Evening, gliding o’er the sky, 

^ htt chill pr^^ress, to the ground, condeosedt 

'^Thoe creeping waUoi ooM. 



Wliere marshes stagnate, and where rivers yi^d, 
Clus^r the rolling fogs, and swim along * 

The dusky-mantled lawn. Meanwhile the moon, 
Full-orb’d, an^ breaking through the scatter’d cloud 
Shows her broad visage in the crimson’d east. 

Turn’d to the sun direct, her spotted disk, 

Where mountains rise, umbrageous dales descend, 
And caverns deep, as optic tube descries, 

A smaller earth, gives all his blaze again. 

Void of its flame, and sheds a so^r day. 

Now through the passing cloud she seems to stoop. 
Now up the pure cerulean rides sublime. 

Wide the pale deluge floats, and streaming mild 
O’er the skied mountain to the shadowy vale. 

While rocks and floods reflect the quivering gleam. 
The whole air whitens with a boundless tide 
Of silver radiance, trembling round the world. 

But when, half blotted from the sky, her light, 
Fainting, permits the starry fires to bum 
With keener lustre through the depth of Heaven; 
Or near extinct her deaden’d orb appears. 

And scarce appears, of sickly beamless white; 

Oft in this season, silent from the n(5rth 
A blaze of meteors shoots; en sweeping first 
The lower skies, the^all at once converge 
High to the crown of Heaven, and aU at once 
Belapsing quick, as quickly reascend, „ 

And mix, and thwart, extinguish, and renew, 

All ether coursing in a maze of light, 

, From look to look, contagious through th(> orov^ 
Shjo pani? runs> tod ,10*9 yontdifflCw ahapes 





The hppeari^jipe throws: armies in meet array, 
TCVo^g’d witi a’hrial spears, and steeds of fire ; 

THU the long lines of full extended war 
In bleeding %ht commix’d, the sanguine |[ood 
Bolls a broad, slaughter o’er the plains of Keaven. 
As thus they scan the visionary scene. 

On all sides swells the superstitious din. 
Incontinent; and busy frenzy talks 
Of blood and battle; cities overturn’d, 

And late at night in sv^lowiug earthijuake sunk, 
Or hideous wrapt in fierce ascending flame; 

Of sallow famine, inundation, storm; 

Of pestilence, and every great distress; 

Empires subversed, when mling Fate has struck 
The unalterable hour: e’en Nature’s self 
Is deem’d to totter on the brink of time. 

Not so the man of philosophic eye, 

And inspect sage; the waving brightness ho 
Curyus surveys, inquisitive to know 
rim causes, and materials, yet unfix’d. 

Of thb appcarauce beautiful, and new'. 

Now black, and deep, the night begins to fall, 

A sfiade immense! * Sunk in the -quenching gloom. 
Magnificent and vast, are Heaven and earth. 

Order confounded lies; all beauty void; 
Distinction lost; and gay variety 
One uninersai blot: such the fair power 
Of Kght, to kindle and create the whole. 

Drear is the state of the benighted wretch, 

Who then, bewilder’d, wanders through the dark, 

of pa^ az^ chimeras huge i 
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Nor Ywited bj one directive ray, 

Prom cottage streaming, or from airy haD. 
Perhaps impatient as he stumbles on, 

Struck from the root of slimy rushes, blue, 
The wildfire scatters round, or gather’d trails 
A length of flame deceitful o’er the moss: 
Whither decoy’d by the fantastic blaze. 

Now lost and now renew’d, he sinks absorb’d, 



Eider and horse, amid the miry gulf: 

WTiile stiU, from day to day, his pining wife 
And plaintive children his return await, 

In wild conjecture lost. At other times. 
Sent by the better genius of the night, 
Innoxious, gleaming on thd horse’s mane, 
titil^t fa4tfa^ narrow 
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Th»t 'winddig Ijads through pita of death, or elae 
luaftucts him how to take the dangeroua f6rd. 

The lengthen’d night elapsed, the morning shines 
Serene, in all her dewy beauty bright, • 

Unfolding fair the last autumnal day. 

And now the mounting sun dispeb the fog; 

The rigid hoar-frost melts before his beam; 

And hung on every spray, on every blado 
Of grass, the myriaa dew-drops twinkle round. 

Ah, see where, roblf d and murder’d, in that pit 
Lies the still heaving hive! at evening snatch’d. 
Beneath the cloud of guilt-concealing night, 

And fix’d o’er sulphur: while, not dreaming ill. 

The happy people, in their waxen cells. 

Sat tending public cares, and planning schemes 
Of temperance, for Winter poor; rejoiced 
To mark, full flowing round, their cppious stores. 
Sud^6 the dark oppressive steam ascends; 

An^ used to milder scents, the tender race, 

By thousands, tumble from their honied domes, 
Convolved, and agonizing in the dust. 

Aa^ was it, then, fpr this you roam’d the Spring, 
In^t from flower to flower? for this you toil’d, 
Ceaseless, the burning Summer heats aw-ay ? 

For this in Autumn search’d the blooming waste, 
Nor lost one sunny gleam ? for this sad fate ? 

O fiuua !* tyrannic lord! how loug, how long 
Shall prostrate Nature groan beneath your rage, 
Awaiting renovation ? when obliged, 

Most yon destroy ? of their ambroaifll food 

On y(m m^tioRow; a^ 







Afford them shelter from the wintry winds; 

Or, 88 the sharp year pinches, with their own 
Again regale them on some smiling day ? 

See where the stony bottom of their town 
Looks desolate, and wild; with here and there 
A helpless number, who the ruin’d state 
Survive, lamenting weak, cast out to death. 

Thus a proud city, populous and rich. 

Full of the works of peace, and high in joy-. 

At theatre or feast, or sunk in sleep 
(As late, Palermo, was thy fate), is seized 
By some dread earthquake, and convulsive hurl’d 
Sheer from the black foundation, stench-involved. 

Into a gulf of blue sulphureous flame. 

Ilence every harsher sight! for now the day. 

O’er Heaven and earth dilTused, grows warm, and high: 
Infinite splendour! wide investing all. 

How still the breeze! save what the filmy threads\ 

Of dew evaporate brushes from the plain. 

How clear the cloudless sky ? how deeply tinged 
With a peculiar blue! the ethereal arch 
How swell’d immense! amid whoso azure throned 
The radiant sun how gay! how calm t)elow 
The gilded earth! the harvest-treasures all 
Now gather’d in, beyond the rage of storms. 

Sure to the swain; the circling fence shut up; 

And instant Winter’s utmost rage defied. 

While, loose to festive joy, the country round 
laughs with the loud sincerity of mirth. 



Shook to the wind their cares. The toil-strung youth, 







Leaps wildly graceful in the lively dance. 

Her every charm abroad, the village-toast, 

Young, buxom, warm, in native beauty rich, 

Dai^nojt unmeaning looks; and, where her eye 
Po^ts an approving smile, with double force, 

Jhe cudgel rattles, and the wrestler twines. 

Age, too, shines out; and, garrulous, recounts 
feats of youth. Thus they rejoice; nor think 
Tffat, with to-morfow’s sun, their annual toil, 

Begins again the ncver-cca.sing round. 

Oh, knew he but his happiness' of men 
The happiest he! who far from public rage. 

Deep » the vale, with a choice few retired, 
l^yinki the pure pleasures of the rural life. 

What though the dome be wanting, whose proud gate, 
Each morning, vomits out the sneaking crowd 
Qf latter^ fidM, and in their torn ab|tsed P. 





’itotecicpr.' 

Vile interooune! whet though the glittering Johe 
Of every hue reflected light can give, 

Or floating loose, or stiff with mazy gold— 

The pride and g^ze of fools 1—oppress him not ? 

"What tho0|;h, from utmost land and sea purvey’d, 

Por him each rarer tributary life 
Bleeds not, and his insatiate table heaps 
With luxury, and death ? What though his bowl 
Flames not with costly juice; nor sunk in beds. 

Oft of gay care, he tosses out the lyght. 

Or melts the thoughtless hours in idle state ? 

What though he knows not those fantastic joys 
That still amuse the wanton, still deceive; 

,A face of pleasure, but a heart of pain; 

Their hollow moments undelighted all ? 

Sure peace is his; a solid life, estranged 
To disappointment, and fallacious hope: 

Eich in content, in JiTature’s bounty rich. 

In herbs and fruits; whatever greens the Spring, 

When Heaven descends in showers; or bends the bougo 
When Summer reddens, and when Autumn beams; 

Or in the wintry glebe whatever lies 
Conceal’d, and fattens with the riches? sap: 

These are not wanting; nor the milky drove, 

Luxuriant, spread o’er*all the lowing vale; 

Nor bleating mountains; nor the chide of streams, 

And hum of bees, inviting sleep sincere 
Into the guiltless breast, beneath the shade, 

Or thrown at large amid the fragrant hay; 

Nor aught besides of prospect, grove, or song, 

, Dim grottoes, gleaming la^ and fountain deft 
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Here, too^direllg simple Truth; plain Innocence; 
Hi^ullied BeAity; sound unbroken Youth, 

Patient of labour, with a little pleased; 

Health everd)looming; unambitious ToiJ; 

Calm Contemplation, and poetic Ease. 

Let others brave the flood in quet t of gain. 

And beat, for joyless months, the gloomy wave. 

Let such as da-m it glory to destroy 
Eush into blood, the sack of cities seek; 

Unpicrced, exulting iji the widow’s wail, 

The virgin’s shriek, and infant’s tremblmg ciy. 

Let some, far-distant from their native soil, 

Urged or by want or harden’d avarice, 

Find other lands beneath another sun. 

Let this through cities work his eager wnv. 

By legal outrage and establish’d guile, 

The social sense extinct; and that ferment 
Mad kto tumult the seditious heref, 

O^elt them down to slavery. Let these 
Insnare the wretched in the toils of law, 
fomenting discord, and perplexing right : 

Aft iron race! and those of fairer front, 

•rfift equal inhumanity, in courts, 

Delusive pomp, and dark cabals delight; 

Wreathe the deep bow, diffuse thd lying smile, 

And tread the weary labyrinth of stale. 

While from all the stormy passions free 
T^t restless men involve, hears, and but hears, 

At distance safe, the human tempest roar, 

’ Wrapp’d dote in conscious peace. The fkll of kings, 
JThe nge conations, and the emd) qf itaie^ ' 





'IfliS*' ^ ATjUnor, ' 

Move not tbe man who, from tlie world escape^ 

In still retreat* and flowery solitudes, 

To Nature’s voice attends, from month to month. 

And day to day, through the revolving year; 
Admiring, sees her in her every shape. 

Feels all her sweet emotions at his heart. 

Takes what she liberal gives, nor thinks of more. 

He, when young Spring protrudes the bursting germs, 
Marks the first bud, and sucks tlie healthful gale 
Into his freshen’d soul; licr genial hours 
He full enjoys; and not a beauty blows. 

And not an opening blossom breathes in vain. 

In Summer he, beneath the living shade, 

Such as o’er frigid Tempe wont to wave. 

Or Hemus cool, reads what the Muse of these. 
Perhaps, has in immortal numbers sung; 

Or what she dictates writes; and, oft an eye 
Shot round, rejoices iit tlie vigorous year. 

When Autumn’s yellow lustre gilds the world. 

And tempts the sickled swain into the field, 

Seired by the general joy, his heart distends 
With gentle throes; and, through the tepid gleams 
Deep musing, then he best exerts his song. 

E’en Winter wild to him is full of bliss: 

The mighty tempest, and the hoary waste. 

Abrupt, and deep, stretch’d o’er the buried earth. 
Awake to solemn thought. At night the skies, ^ 
Disclosed, and kindled by refining frost, 

Pour every lustre on the exalted eye. 
friend, a book, the stealing hours secure, 

' 'ajijftd mark them dowo for vs^Bdom. With swift wing 
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O'er and tea imagination roami 
Or t^th, di^ely breaking on hi» mmd, 
£lat^ his being, and unfolds his powers; 

Or ini^liis breast heroic virtue bums. • 

The tdiuch of kindred, too, and love, he feels; 
The modest eye, whose beams on his alone 
Eestafac? shiuo; tho little strong embrace 
Of praising children, twined around his neck, 



And emulous to please him, calling forth 
The fonA parental soul. Nor purpose gay, 
^rausement, daooe, or song, he sternly scorns 
For hj^pineaa and true philosophy 
Are of the social, still, and smiling kind. 

Tldi 13 ^ life irhicb thoilp who Iht in guQl^ 
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And guilty cities, never knew ; tke life 
Led by primeval ages, uncorrupt, 

When angels dwelt, and God himself, with man I 
Oh, Nature ! all>suffieieut! over all I 
Enrich me with the knowledge of Thy works! 
Snatch me to Heaven; thy rolling wonders then 
World beyond world, in infinite extent. 
Profusely scatter’d o’er the blue immense. 

Show me ; their motions, periods, and tlieir lawi 
Give me to scan ; through the discloa-.jg deep 
Light my blind way : the mineral strata there; 
Thrust, blooming, thence the vegetable world; 
O'er tliat tlie'rising system, more complex, 

Of animals ; and higlicr still, the mind, 

The varied scene of quiek-compouiided thoujd 
And where the mixing passions endless shift 
These eyer open to my ravish’d eye ; ‘ 




A search the flight of time can ne’er exhausj,. 
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But if to that unequal—if the blood, 

•In sluggish streams about my heart, forbie 
That best ambition—under closing shadcj 
Inglorious, lay me by the low ly brook. 

And whisper to my dreams. From Tho 'begin 
Dwell all on Thee, w ith Thee conclude 5 y song 
And let me never, never stray from T 














WINTER. 


fTrtjvn«d. At|i!r<»«Mi fo th** Jnrl of F<Mit 

•ppr^lch of Winter. Acc<»r<liOR to tho nattir*! oounw* oflbo \iirMiu« 

iifoiTD# rffMNrrib^. Raid Wmd. Sno^. The JriTinji of ibw tfooir^: m. 
mu penshing uiorg thorn; vbence reflectioni on the want* and mia^ne* 
of human bfe. The wohea tlracemltng from the Alpa and A|>etiMmr*. 
A winter erening deecnbed : ae apent hy philoaopbe-ra ( 1 -t the oountry 
peopW ( in the city. Kroat. A rirw of Winter within the Polar Clreie. A 
rbaw. Tbt whole coselutbnf with moral refleetiooa uo a future itate. 
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8eb, Winter comes, to rule flip varied year, 

Sullen and aad, with all his rising train ; 

Vappura, and clouds, and storms. Bo these my theme, 
These! that exalt the soul to solemn thought. 

And heavenly musing. Welcome, kindred glooms, 
Cragenial horrors, hail 1 with frequent foot, 

Plsned have 1, in my cheerful mom of life, 





When nursed by careless Solitude T lived. 

And sung of Nature with unceasing joy 

Pleased have I wander’d through your rough aomam 

Trod the pure vjrgiu-snows, myself as pure ; 

Heard the winds roar, and the big torrent burst; 

Or seen the deep-fermenting tempest brew’d 
Ip the grim evening sky. Thus pass’d the time, 

Till tl^rough the lucid chambers of the south 
Look’d out the joyous Spring, look’d out and smiled. 

To thee, the patron of this first es ay, 

Tlie Muse, O Wilmington! renews her song. 

Since, has she rounded the revolving year: 

Bkimm’d the gay Spring; on eagle-pinions borne, 
Attempted through the Summer-blaze to rise; 

Then swept o’er Autumn with the shadowy gale; 
And now among the wintry clouds again, 

EoH’d in the doubling storm, she tries to Soar; 

To swell her note with aU the rushing winds; 

To suit her sounding cadence to, the floods; 

As is her theme, her numbers wildly great: 

Thrice happy could she fill thy judging ear 
With bold description, and with manly thought. 

Nor art thou skill’d in awful schemes slone. 

And how to make a mighty people thrive; 

But equal gooduess, sound integrity, 

A firm, unshaken, uncomipted soul, 

’ Amid a sliding ago, and burning strong, 

Not vainly blazing, for" thy country’s weal, 

A steady spirit regularly free; 

. These, each exalting escb, the statesman light 
th^ patriot; . tb*8e» the public hope. 
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And eytt to ttie© conrerting, bid the mom 
Record w|fht Envy dares not flattery call. 

ftoyr, v^ien the eheerlcsa empire of the sky 
To Capri<|oro tbo Centaur A rclier yieW^ 

And fierce Aquarius stains the inverted year; 
Hung o’er the farthest verge of Heaven, the sun 
Scarce spreads o’er ether tl>e d<’j».“Ctod day. 

Faint are his gleams, and inell’ectuiil shoot 
His stniggling rays, in horizontal lines, 

Through the thicli'iV'i clothed in cloudy storm, 
AVeak, vran, and hroad, he skirls the southern sky; 
And, soon deaeending, to the long dark night, 
Wide-shading all, the prostrate world resigns. 

Nor is the night nnw ish’d; while vital heat, 

Light, life, and joy, the dubious day forsake. 
Aleantime, in sable eineture, ahiv<lews vast, 
Deep-tinged and damp, and eongregateirclouds. 
And a|f the vapoury turbulence of •Heaven, 

Involve the face of things. Tlius AVinter falls, 

A heavy gloom oppressive o’er the world, 

Through Nature shedding influence malign, 
j^d rouses up the seeds of dark disease. 

The soul of man dies in him, loathing life, 

And black with more than melancholy views. 

The cattle droop; and o’er the furrow’d land. 
Fresh from the plough, the dun discolour’d flocks, 


Unten^^ spreading, crop the wholesome root. 
Along the woods, ^ong the moorish fens, 
’jE^S the sad gqgjkf the coming storm: 
up tfiWoose diqointed cliffs, 
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Inid care, presageful, send a boUow moan, 
Etesounding long in listening Fancy’s ear.* 

Then comes the father of the tempest forth, 

W^rapt in black glooms. First joyless rains obscure 
Drive through the mingling skies with vapour foul; 
Dash on the mountain’s brow, and shake the woods, 
rhat grumbling wave below. The unsightly plain 
Lies a brown deluge; as the low-bent clouds 
Pour flood on flood, yet unexhausted still 
Combine, and, deepening into nighf^^lmt np 
The day’s fair face. ‘ The wanderers of Heaven, 

Each to his home, retire; save those that love 
To take their pastime in the troubled air. 

Or skimming flutter round the dimply pool. 

The cattle from the untasted fields return, i 
^Lud ask, with meaning low, their wonted stalls. 

Or ruminate in Ihe contiguous shade. 

Ihither the household feathery people crowd, ' 
The crested cook, with all his female train. 

Pensive, and dripping; while the cottage-hind 
Hangs o’er the enlivening blase, and taleful there 
Hecounts his simple frolic: much ho talks, 

And much he laughs, nor recks the storm that blows 
Without, and rattles on his humble roof. 

Wide o’er the brim,.with many a torrent swell’d. 
And the mix’d ruin of its banks o’erapread. 

At last the roused-up river pours along: 

Besistless, roaring, dreadful, down it comes. 

Prom the rude mbuntain, and the mossy wild, 
Tombling through rocks abrupt, and sounding ftr i 
5^ the Winded vaUej floj^Bg spr*^ 
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Calm, ilaggith, tiJent; till agam, conatnun'd 
Be^een tt'o Meeting hills, it bursts away, 

Where rocka and woods o’orliaiig tlie turbid streaui; 
There gathering triple force, rapid, and ^eep, 

It boils, and wheels, and foams, and thunders through 
Nature! great parent! whose unceasing hand 
Rolls round the seasons of the changeful year. 

How mighty, how majestic, are thy works 1 
With what a jdeasing dread they swell the soul! 

That sees astonishand astonish’d sings! 

Ye too, yo winds! that now begin to blow 
With boisterous swotp, I raise iny voice to you. 
Where are your stores, ye powerful Knngs! say, 
Where your aerial magazines reserved, 

To swell the brooding terrors of the storm ? 

In what far distant region of the sky, 

Hush’d in dwp silence, sleep you wlten ’tis calm ? 

Wb^ from the pallid sky the swu descends. 

With many a spot, that o’er his glaring orb 
Uncertain wanders, stain’d ; red flery streaks 
Begin to flush onjund. The reeling clouds 
Stagger with dizzy poise, as doubting yet 
•^hich roaster to tbey: while rising slow, 

Blank, in the leaden-colour’d east, the moon 
W^ears a wan circle round her blunted horns. 

Seen through the turbid fluctuating air, 

The 8t|r8 obtuse emit a shivering ray; 

Or frequent seem to ahoot athwart the gloom, 

And long behind them trail the whitening blase. 
Snatch’d in short eddies, plays tho wither’d leaf} 

And on the flood tho dancing feather flotto. 



.With broaden’d nostrib to the sky upturn’d. 
The conscious heifer snuffs the stormy galb. 
E’en as the matron, at her nightly task, 

With pensive lajfour draws the flaxen thread, 





The wasted taper at 
Foretell the blast. 

The tenants of the t 

Ketiring from the downs, where aU day long ■ 

They pick’d their scanty fare, a blackening train 
Of clamorous rooks thick urge their weary flight, 
And seek the closing shelter of the grove; 
Assiduous, in his bower, the wailing oisl 
Plies bis sad song. The cormorant.on high 
Wheels from the deep, and screams along the land. 
!l^d, shrieks the soaring hem; and with wild wipgt 
^.«i)rcl^ tfleftTp tl^ fbky 
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Ocean, unequal press’d, with broken tide 

And blind donfmotion heaves; while from the shore, 

Eat into caverns by the restless wave, 

And forest-rustling mountain, comes a \|pice, 

ITiat solemn sounding bids the world prepare. 

Then issues forth the storm with sudden burst, 

And hurls the whole precipitated air 
Down, in a torrent. On the passive main 
Descends the ethereal force; and with strong gust 
Turns from its boh^n the discolour’d deep. 
Through the black night, that sits immense around, 
Lash’d into foam, the fierce conflicting brine 
Seems o’er a thousand raging wau>8 to burn; 
Meantime the mountain-billows, to the clouds 


In dreadful tumult swell’d, surge above surge. 
Burst into chaos with tremendous roar, 

And anchor’d navies from their stations drive, 
Wild id the winds across the howltug waste 
Of mighty w aters: now the inflated wave 
Straining they scale, and now impetuous 8hof)t 
Into the secret chambers of the deep, 

TJie wintry Baltic thundering o’er their head. 
^Iherging thence %gain, before the breath 
Of full-eierted Heaven they wing their course-, 
And dart on distant coasts; if some sharp rock, 
Or shoal insidious, break not their career, 

And loose fragments fling them floating round. 

Nor less at land the loosen’d tempest reigns, 
m0nntain thunders; and its sturdy sons 


^^tpop^ to the bottom of the rocks they shade, 
topetm thfl ateep, and dl 




The dark wttyfaring stranger breathletw toils, 

And, often falling, climba against the blast. 

Low waves the rooted forest, vex’d, and sheds 
What of its tan^hed honours yet remain; 

Dash’d down, and scatter’d, by the tearing wind’s 
Assiduous fury, its gigantic limbs. 

Thus struggling through the dissipated grove, 

The whirling tempest raves along the plain; 

And on the cottage thatch’d, or lordly roof. 
Keen-fastening, shakes them to the 4 j 61 id base. 

Slefep frighted dies; and round the rocking dome, 

For entrance eager, howls the savage blast. 

Then too, they say, through all the burden’d air. 

Long groans are heard, shrill sounds, and distant sighs. 
That, utter’d by the demon of the night, 

Warn the devoted wretch of woe and death. 

Huge uproar lords it wide. The clouds, commix'd 
With stars, swift glidftig sweep along the sky. 

All Nature reels. Till Nature’s King, who ott 
Amid tempestuous darkness dwells alone. 

And on the wings of the careering wind 
Walks dreadfully serene, commands a calm ; 

Then straight, air, sea, and earth, are Bush’d at once. ’ 
As yet ’tia midnight deep. The weary clouds, 

Slow meeting, mingle into solid gloom. 

Now, while the drowsy world lies lost in sleep, 

Let me associate with the serious Night, 

/And Contemplation, her sedate compeer; 
liet me shake off the intrusive cares of day, 

And lay the meddHng senses aU aside. 



Te ever-tfemptmg, ever-cbeating trwn: 

Whjro ale you now ? and wbnt iti your amount ? 
Vexation, disappointment, and remorse: 

Sod, sickening thought! and yet deluded man, 

A scene of crude disjointed visions past, 

And broken slumbers, rises still rosolvW, 

With new-flush'd hopes, to run the giddy round. 

Father of light and life! Thou Good Supreme! 

0 teach me whatjs good! teach me Thyself! 

Save me from folly,Vinity, and vice, 

From every low pursuit! and fwd my soul 
With knowledge, conscious peace, and virtue pure; 
Sacred, substanlial, never-fading bliss! 

The keener tempests come; and fuming dun 
From all the livid oast, or piercing north, * 

Tliick clouds ascend; in whose capacious womb 
A vap(mry' deluge lies, to snow eongenl’d. 

Heavy^hey roll their fleecy Avorld along; 

And the sky saddens with the gather’d storm. 

Through the hush’d air the whitening shower descends, 
At first thin wavering; till at last the flakes 
Fall broad, and wide, and fast, dimming the day 
.Mth a continual flow. The cherish’d fichls 
Put on their winter-robe of purest white. 

’Tis brigbtne.ss all; save where tlfe new snow melts 
Along the mazy current. Low the woods 
Bow their hoar head; and ere the languid sun 
Faint from the west emits his evening ray, 

&rth’s xmiversal face, deep hid, and chill, 
yli <roe wild daaxling waste, that buries wide 
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Stands cover’d o’er with snow, and then demands , 
The fruit of nil his toil. The fowls of Heaven, 

Tamed by the cruel season, crowd around 
The winnowing store, and claim the little boon 
Which Providence assigns them. One alone. 

The redbreast, sacred to tlie household gods. 

Wisely regardful of the embroiling sky, 

In joyless fields and thorny thickets leaves 
His shivering mates, and pays to trustgd man 
His annual visit. Half afraid, ho fifSt 
Against the window beats; then, brisk, alights 
On tho warm hearth; then, hopping o’er the floor, 
Eyes all the smiling family askance, 

And pecks, and starts, and wonders where he is; 

Till mofe familiar grown, tho table-crumbs 
Attract his slender feet. The foodless wilds 
Pour forth their brown inhabitants. The hare. 
Though timorous of licart, and hard beset 
By death in various forms, dark snares and dogs. 

And more unpitying men, the garden seeks, 

Urged on by fearless want. The bleating kind 
Eye the bleak Heaven, and next the glistening earth,, 
With looks of dumb despair; then, sffB dispersed. 

Dig for the wither’d herb through heaps of snow. 

Now, shepherds, to your helpless charge be kind. 
Baffle the raging year, and fill their pens 
With food at will; lodge them below the storm, # 

And watch them strict: for from the bellowing east. 
In this dire season, oft the whirlwind’s wing 
. Elweeps up the burden of whole wintry plains 
waft( ted o’ot the iu^lesi i 



]^d in th^ hollow of two neighbouring bill*, 

The billovirf tefhpest whelma; till, upward urged, 

The Talley^ to a shining mountain swells. 

Tipp’d with a wreath high-curling in the sky. 

As thus the snows arise; and foul, and fierce, 

All Winter drives along the darken’d air j 
In his own loose-revolving fields the swain 
Disaster’d stands; sees other hills ascend, 

Of unknown joyless brow; and other scenes, 

Of horrid prospect, shag the trackless plain: 

Nor finds the river, nor the forest, hid 
Beneath the formless wild; but wanders on 
From hill to dale, still more and more astray; 

Impatient flouncing through the drifted heaps. 

Stung with the thoughts of home; the thought^of home 
Bush on his nerves, and cah their vigour forth 
In maiw a vain attempt. How sinks his soul! 
Whatmlack despair, what horror fills his heart! 

When for the dusky spot, whieh fancy feign’d 
His tufted cottage rising through the snow. 

He meets the roughness of the middle waste, 

5’ar from the track and bless’d abode of man! 

'"^rhile round himsnight resistless closes fast. 

And every tempest, howling o’er his head. 

Benders the savage wilderness njore wild. 

Then throng the busy shapes into his mind, 

Of cofer’d pits, unfathomably deep, 

A dire descent! beyond the power of frost; 

'Of fiuthlesB bogs; of precipices huge. 

Smooth’d up with snow; and what is land unknown* 
water, of the still unfrozen spring,. 



In the loo»e marsh or solitary lake, 

Where the fresh fountain from the bottoift hftils. 
rhese check his fearful steps; and down he sinks 
Beneath the sh^ter of the shapeless drift, 
Thinking o’er all the bitterness of death, 

Mix’d with'the tender anguish Nature shoots 
Through the wrung bosom of the dying man; 

His wife, his children and his friends unseen. 

In vain for him the officious wife pjrepares 
The fire fair-blazing, and the vestment warm: 
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AlW dfisdlf ^ijiter aeires; ghuta up sense; 

And* o’er oia inmost vitals creeping cold, 

Lajs him ilong the snows, a stiffen’d corse, 
Stretch’d 6ut, and bleaching in the nortBsm blast. 

Ah I litfle think the gay licentious proud, 
Whom pleasure, power, and affluence surround; 
They who their thoughtless hours in giddy mirth, 
And wanton, often cruel, riot waste; 

Ah! little think they, while they dance along, 

How many feel, this very moment, death, 

And all the sad variety of pain. 

How many sink in the devouring flood, 

Or more devouring flame. How many bleed. 

By shameful variance betwixt man and man. 

How many pine in wont ant^ dungeon glooms. 

Shut from the common air, and common use 
Of their^^wn limbs. How many druik the cup 
Of baleful grief, or eat the bitter bread 
Of misery. Sore pierced by wintry winds, 

How many shrink into the sordid hut 
Of cheerless poverty. How many shake 
WJth all the fiercer tortures of the mind, 
*I7nt>ounded passio^ madness, guilt, rc'morse; 
Whence tumbled headlong from the height of life, 
T^ey furnish matter for the tragic*Mu8e. 

B’«i in the vale, where Wisdom loves to dwell, 
"It^rith I^endship, Peace, and Contemplation join'd, 
.3^>W many, rack’d with honest passions, droop 
th deep retired distress. How many stand 

^ 'death>bed of their dearest friends, 



■wmBW 


Of these, and all the thousand nameless i^Ji, ^ 

That one incessant struggle render life, 

One scene of toil, of suffering, and of fate, ^ 

Vice in his higlf career would stand appall’d. 

And heedless rambling Impulse learn to think; 

The conscious heart of Charity would warm. 

And her wide wish Benevolence dilate; 

The 80 «ial tear would rise, the social sigh; 

And into clear perfection, gradual bliss, 

Eeflning still, the social passions work. 

And here can I forget the generous band,* 

Who, touch’d with human woe, redressive search’d 
Into the horrors of the gloomy jail ? 

Unpitied, and unheard, where Misery moans; 

Where Sickness pines; wlu^e Thirat and Hunger burn. 
And poor Misfortune feels the lash of Vice, 

While in the land of Liberty, the land 
Whose every street and public meeting glow 
With open freedom, little tyrants raged; 

Snatch’d the lean morsel from the starving mouth; 

Tore from cold wintry limbs the tatter’d weed; 

E’en robb’d them of the last of comforts, sleep; 

The free-born Briton to the dungeon'chain’d. 

Or, as the lust of cruelty prevail’d. 

At pleasure mark’d hfm with inglorious stripes; 

And crush’d out lives, by secret barbarous ways, 

That for their country would have toil’d or bled.* 

0 great design; if executed well. 

With patieut care, and wisdom-temper’d aeal. 

\ 
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“re son# of ^erc^l yet resume tk 
' Drag forth the legal monsters into light, 

"^Trench from their hands Oppression’s iron rod, 
And bid the cruel feel the pains they gi«e. 

Much still untouch’d remains; in this rank ago, 
Much is the patriot’s weeding hand required. 

The toils of law (wliat dark insidious men 
Have cumbrous added to perplex the truth, 

And lengthen simple justice into trade). 

How glorious were the day! that saw these broke, 
And every man within the reach of right. 

By wintry famine roused, from all the tract 
Of horrid mountains which the shining Alps, 

And wavy Apennines, and Pyrenees, 

Branch out stupendous int(^di8tant lands; 

Cruel as death, and hungry ns the grave ! 

Burning for blood! bony, and gaunt, and grim! 
Assembling wolves in raging troops descend; 

And, pouring o’er the country, bear along. 

Keen as the north-wind sweeps the glossy snow. 
All is their prize. They fasten on the steed, 

Pfess him to earth, and pierce his mighty heart. 
Nor can the bull Sis awful front defend, 

Or shake the murdering savages away. 

Eapacious, at the mother’s throat they fly, 

And tear the screaming infant from her breast. 
The gWlike face of man avails him nought. 

E’en beauty, force divine! at whoso bright glance 
The generous lion stands in soften'd gaze, 

■ Hare bleeds, a hapless, updistinguish’d prey. 

^0 WTere attack^ , 



The country be shut up, lured by the scent, 

On churchyards drear (inhuman to relate!) 

The disappointed prowlers fall, and dig 
The shrouded body from the grave; o’er which, 4 
Mix’d with foul shades, and frighted ghosts, they howi. 
. Among those hilly regions where, embraced 
^ peaceful vales, the happy Grisons dwell; 

^hu)g tuiden from the loaded clife. iv ' 


of snow their gathering terrors roll. 
jTom ste#]^ to’steep, loud-thundering down they come, 
A wintry “waste in dire commotion all; 

And herdj, and flocks, and travellers, ar^ swains. 

And sometimes whole brigades of marching troops, 

Or hamlets sleeping in the dead of night. 

Are deep beneath the smothering ruin whelm’d. 

Now, aU amid the rigoufs of the year, 

In the wild depth of Winter, while, without, 

The ceaseless winds blow ice, be my retreat. 

Between the groaning forest and the shore 
Beat by the boundless multitude of waves, 

A rural, shelter’d, solitary scene; 

Where ruddy fire and beaming tapers join 
To cheer the gloora.^ There studious let me sit. 

And hold high converse with the mighty dead; 

Sages o^ancieut time, as gods revered, 

As gods beneficent, who bless’d maftkind 
With arts and arms, and humanized a world. 

Boused at the inspiring thought, I throw aside 
The long-lived volume; and, deep-musing, hail 
The sacred shades, that slowly rising pass 
, Before my woudertag eyes. First Socrates, 

Who, firmly good, in a corrupted state. 

Against the rage of tyrants single stood, 

Invincible 1 calm Eeason’s holy law, 

That T#ice of God within the attentive mind, 

^pbeying, fearless, or in life, or death: 

^feeat moral teacher 1 wisest of mankind! 
the next, who built his commonweal 
5 j by tender law# 





A livelj people curbing, yet undamp’d; 
Preserving still that quick peculiar fire. 

Whence, in the laurel’d field of finer arts 
And of bold fr^dom, they unequal’d shone. 

The pride of smiling Greece, and human-kind. 
Lycurgus then, who bow’d, beneath the force 
Of strictest discipline, severely wise. 

All human passions. Pollo\flng him, I see, 

As at Thermopylse he glorious fell. 

The firm devoted chief,* who proved by deeds 
The hardest lesson which the other taueht. 

Then Aristides lifts his honest front; 

Spotless of heart, to whom the unflattering voice 
Of Preedom gave the noblest name of Just; 

In purfr majestic poverty re^ertid ; 

"Who, e’en his glory to his country’s weal 
Submitting, swell’d a haughty rival’s f fame. 
Bear’d by his care, (ff softer ray appears 
Cimon, sweet-soul’d, whose genius, rising strong, 
Shook oft' the load of young debauch ; abroad 
The scourge of Persian pride, at home the friend 
Of every worth and every splendid art; 

Modest, and simple, in the pomp of Wealth. 

Then the last worthies of declining G reece. 

Late call’d to glory, ia unequal times, 

Pensive appear. The fair Corinthian boast, 
Timoleon, happy temper! mild, and firm, 

Who wept the brother, while the tyrant bled. 
And, equal to the best, the Theban pair,! 

* Xsoaidu. t Thonjbtooles. 
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^’Wtioie T^rtueB^ in heroic concord join’d, 

Their coiai^ raised to freedom, empire, fame. 

He too, mth whom Athenian honour sunk. 

And left a mass of sordid lees behind, • 

Phocion the Good; in public life severe. 

To virtue‘still inexorably firm; 

But when, beneath his low illustrious roof. 

Sweet peace and happy wilQom smooth’d his brow, 
Not Friendship softer was, nor Love more kind. 
And be, the last of old Lycurgus’ sons, 

The generous victim to that vain attempt 
To save a rotten state, Agis, who saw 
E’en Sparta’s self to servile avarice sunk. 

The t^vo Achaian heroes close the train: 

Aratus, who awhile jelunld^j^the soul 
Of fondly lingering liberty m Greece; 

And hej^her darling as her latest hope. 

The gallant Philopoemen; who to iftms 
Turn’d the luxurious pomp he could not cure; 

Or, toiling in his form, a simple swain; 

Or, bold and skilful, thundering in the field. 

•Of rougher front, a mighty people come! 

A^ace of heroes !*in those virtuous times 
Which knew no stain, save that, with partial fiame, 
Jheir dearest country they too fondly loved: 

Her better founder first, the light of Borne, 
Num^who soften’d her rapacious sons: 

Servius the king, who laid the solid base 
vfbich o’er earth the vast republic spread. 
the.great oonfuls venerable xiae—■ 
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The public Father • who the private quell’d, 

Afl on the dread tribunal etemly sad— 

He whoin his thankless country could not lose, 
Camillus, only rengeful to her foes— 

Fabricius, scomer of all-conquering gold: 

And Cincinnatus, awful from the plough— 

Thy willing victim,! Carthage, bursting loose 
From all that pleading Nature could oppose, 

From a whole city’s tears, by rigid faith 
Imperious call’d, and honour’s dire command— 
Scipio, the gentle chief, humanely bravo. 

Who soon the race of spotless glory ran. 

And, warm in youth, to the poetic shade 
With Friendship and Philosophy retired— 

Tully, Vhose powerful eloqqviA:e avvhile 
Restrain’d the rapid fate oi rushing Rome— 
Unconquer’d Cato, virtuous in extreme: 

And thou, unhappy'Brutus, kind of heart. 

Whose steady arm, by awful virtue urged. 

Lifted the Roman steel against thy friend. 
Thonsands, besides, the tribute of a verse 
Demand; but who can count the stars of Heaven ? 
Who sing their influence on this lov/ier world ? 

Behold, who yonder comes! in sober state. 

Fair, mild, and strong; as is a vernal sun: 

*Tis Phoebus’ self, or else the Mantuan swain! 
Great Homer top appears, of daring wing. 

Parent of song! and equal by his side. 

The British Muse: join’d hand in hand tb^ walk, ■ 






Jbll np the middle steep to fame. 

Nor absent ire Ibose shades whose skilful touch 
Pathetic dfew the impassion’d heart, and charm’d 
rtansported Athens with the moral scen^; 

Nor those who, tuneful, waked the enchanting lyre. 

First of your kind! society divine! 

Still visit thus my nights, for you reserved. 

And mount my soaring soul to thoughts like yours. 
Silence, thou lonely power! the door he thine; 

See on the hallow’d hour that none intrude. 

Save a few chosen friends, who sometimes deign 
To bless my humble roof, with sense refined, 

Learning digested well, exalted faith, 

Unstudied wit, and humour ever gay. 

Or from the Muses’ hill wiU Pope descend, 

To raise the sacred liour, to Bid it smile. 

And wit^ the social spirit warm the heart ? 

For though not sweeter his own ll<mier sings, 

Tet is his life the more endearing song. 

Where art thou, llammond ? thou, the darling pride. 
The friend and lover of tho tuneful throng! 

Ah why, dear youth, in aU the blooming prime 
(Tf^vemal genius, where disclosing fast 
Each active worth, each manly virtue lay, 

Why wert thou ravish’d from ounhope so soon p 
WTiat now avails that noble thirst of fame, 

Whichastung thy fervent breast ? that treasured store 
Of knowledge, early gain’d ? that eager seal 
.To serve thy country, glowing in the band 
Of.youthful patriots, who sustain her namo j 
WW ihoir.'llaB! that li&Hjfifasing charm 
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Of sprightly wit P that rapture for the Muse, 

That heart of friendship, and that soul of jo^. 

Which hade with softest light thy virtues smile f 
Ah! only showed to check our fon^ pursuits. 

And teach our humbled hopes that life is vain! 

Thus in some deep retirement would I pass 
The winter-glooms, with friends of pliant soul, 

Or blithe, or solemn, as the theme inspired: 

With them would search if Nature’s bouniess frame 
Was call’d, late-rising, from the void of night. 

Or sprung eternal from the Eternal Mind; 

Its life, its laws, its progress, and its end. 

Hence larger prospects of the beauteous whole . 
Would, gradual, open on our opening minds; 

And eath diffusive harmony^nite 
In full perfection to the astonish’d eye. 

Then would we try to scan the moral world, ^ 
Which, though to uff it seems embroil’d, moves on 
In higher order; fitted and impell’d 
By Wisdom’s finest hand, and issuing all 
In general good. The sage historic Muse 
Should next conduct us through the deeps of time: 
Show us how empire grew, declined, tnd fell. 

In scatter’d states; what makes the nations smile, 
Improves their soil, and gives them double suns; 

And why they pine beneath the brightest skies, 

In Nature’s richest lap. As thus we talk’d. 

Our hearts would bum within us, would inhale 
That portion of divinity, that ray 
Of purest Heaven, which lights the public soul 
.0f patriots and of heroes. But if dooia’ih 



fiLpowe^eM humble fortune, to reproM 
These ai^At fisinga of the kindling soul: 

ThAi, e’to superior to ambition, we 
Would Iham the private virtues; how glide 
Through shades and plains, along the smoothest streai 
Of rural life: or snatch’d away by hope, 

Through the dim spaces of futurity, 

With earnest eye anticipate those scenes 
Of happiness and wonder, where the mind. 

In endless growth and infinite ascent, 

Bises from state to state, and world to world. 

But when with these the serious thought is foil'd, 
We, shifting for relief, would play the shapes 
Of frolic Fancy, and incessant form 
Those rapid pictures, thaiassembled train 
Of fleet ideas, neve*r join’utefore, 

Whency lively Wit excites to gay surprise; 

Or folly-painting Humour, grave himself. 

Calls Laughter forth, deep-shaking every nerve. 

Meantime the vUlage rouses up the fire; 

While well attested, and as well believed, 

!Peard solemn, goes the goblin story round, 

■*11 superstitious^horror creeps o’er all. 

Or, frequent in the sounding hall, they wake 
The rural gambol. Eustic mirtji goes round ; 

The simple joke that takes the shepherd’s heart, 
Easiljf pleased; the long loud laugh, sincere; 

^e-kiss, snatch’d hasty from the side-long maid. 

On purpose guardless, or protending sleep: 
fflie lesp» the slap, the haul; and, shook to notes 
jQ^j;^Tei,mat(H]| .jlihe respondent danoe. 



The city swarms intense. The public liaunt, 

Pull of each theme, and warm with mix’d discourse, 
Hums indistinct. The sons of riot floW* 

Down the loose stream of false enchanted joy, 

To swift destruction. Oh the rankled soul 


The gaming fury fulls; and, in one gulf 
Of total ruin, honour, virtue, peace, 

Priends, families, and fortune, headlong sink. 

, Up springs the dance along the lighted dome, 
and evolved, a thousand sprightly ways, 
court effuse* eveiy pomp; , 
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,;T^e drdfe deepeiu j beam’d from gaudy robes, 
Tapers, an® sj^Ming gems, and radiant eyes, 

A soft effulgence o’er the palace waves: 

While, a gay insect in his summer-shins, 

The fop, light fluttering, spreads his mealy wings. 

Dread o’er the scene, the ghost of Hamlet stalks; 
Othello rages; poor Monimia mourns; 

And Belvidera pours her soul in love. 

Terror alarms the breast; the comely tear 
Steals o’er the cheek: or else the Comic Muse 
Holds to the world a picture of itself. 

And raises, sly, the fair impartial laugh. 

Sometimes she lifts her strain, and paints the scenes 
Of beauteous life; whate’er can deck mankind, 

Or charm the hearty in g^rous Bcvil* show’dr 
0 Thou, whose wisdom, ^lid yet refined. 

Whose jpatriot-virtucs, and consummate skill 
To touch the finer springs that mcfVe the world, 

Join’d to whate’er the Graces can bestow. 

And all Apollo’s animating fire. 

Give thee, with pleasing dignity, to shine 
At once the guardian, ornament, and joy 
polish’d life; ^rmit the rural Muse, 

0 Chesterfield, to grace with thee her song I 
Ere to the shades again she humbly flies. 

Indulge her fond ambition, in thy train 
(For avery Muse has in thy train a place) 

To mark thy various full-accomplish’d mind; 
mark that spirit, which, with British scorn, 

’Jbs" OfliisiMwIianrin," irtMta Jir BUM lii^' 



Bejects the allaremente of corrupted power; 

That elegant politen^esa, which excels, ® 

B’en in the judgment of presumptubus France, 

The boasted manners of her shining court; 

That wit, the vivid energy of sense. 

The truth of Nature, which with j^ttic point 
And kind well-temper’d satire, smoothly keen. 

Steals through the soul, and without pain corrects. 

Or rising thence with yet a brighter flame, 

0 let me had thee on some glorious day. 

When to the listening senate, ardent, crowd 
Britannia’s sons to hear her pleaded cailse. 

Then dress’d by thee, more amiably fair. 

Truth the soft robe of mUd persuasion wears: 

Thou to^senting reason giv^^f agajp 

Her own enlighten’d thoughts; call’d from the heart, 

The obedient passions on thy voice attend; 

And e’en reluctant phrty feels awhde 
Thy gracious power; os through the varied maze 
Of eloquence, now smooth, now quick, now strong. 
Profound and clear, you roll the copious flood. 

To thy loved haunt return, my happy Muse: 

For now, behold, the joyous winter-dkys. 

Frosty, succeed; and through the blue serene, 

For sight too fine, the ethereal nitre flies; 

Killing infectious damps, and the spent air 
Storing afresh with elemental life. 

Close crowds the shining atmosphere; and binds 
Our strengthen’d bodies in its cold embrace, 
;vDonstringent; feeds, and animates our blood;, ■ 



til swifted saUiea darting to the brain; 

Where eitsathd soul, intense, collected, cool, 

Bri^t aa the skies, and os the season keen. 

*All Nature feels the renovating force ^ 

Of Winter, only to the thoughtless eye 
In ruin seen.. The frost-concocted glebe 
Draws in abundant vegetable soul. 

And gathers vigour for the comitig year. 

A stronger glow sits on the lively cheek 
Of ruddy fire: and luculent along 
The purer rivers flow; their sullen deeps, 

Transparent, open to the shepherd’s gaze, 

And murmur hoarser at the fixing frost. 

What art thou, frost f and whence are thy keen stores 
Derived, thou secret all-i^kjading power. 

Whom e’en the illusive fluil cannot fly ? 

Is not tj^y potent energy, unseen, 

Myriads of little salts, or hook’d, or shaped 
Like double wedges, and dilTused immense 
Through water, earth, and ether ? Hence at ( 

Steam’d eager from the red horizon round, 

With the fierce rage of Winter deep suffused, 

Xfc icy gale, oft shifting, o’er the pool 
Breathes a blue film, and in its mid career 
Arrests the bickering stream. Xho loosen’d ice. 

Let down the flood, and half-dissolved by day, 

Bustl^ no more; but to the sedgy bonk 
Fast grows, or gathers round the pointed stone, 

A ciystal pavement, by the breath of Heaven 
Camented firm; till, seized from shore to shore, 

'Whole imprison’d river growls below. 

2o 
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Loud rings the frozen earth, and hard refleclt' 

A double noise; while, at hia evening watch? 

The village dog deters the nightly thief; 

The heifer lows^ the distant waterfall 
Swells in the breeze; and, with the hasty treai 
Of traveller, the hollow-sounding plain 
Shakes from afar. The full ethereal round, 
Infinite worlds disclosing to the view. 

Shines out intensely keen ; and, all one cope 
Of starry glitter, glows from pole to pole. 

From pole to pole the rigid influence falls. 
Through the still night, incessant, heavy, strong. 
And seizes Nature fast. It freezes on ; 

Till Morn, late-rising o’er the drooping world. 
Lifts he^j pale eye unjoyous. , '^hen appears 
The various labour of the si^nt uigfit: 

Prone from the dripping cave, and dunib caacacle, 
Whose idle totreuts «nly seem to roar. 

The pendent icicle ; the frost-work fair, 

Where transient hues and fancied figiues rise; 
Wide-spouted o’er the hill, the frozen brook, 

A livid tract, cold-gleaming on the mom; 

The forest bent beneath the plumy wave; 

And, by the frost refined, the whiter snow, 
Incrusted hard, and sopndLng to the tread 
Of early shepherd, as he pensive seeks 
His pining flock, or from the mountain top, 
Pleased with the slippery surface, swift descends. 

On blithsome frolics bent, the youthful swains. 
While every work of man is laid at rest. 

Fond b’er the rivhr crowd, in various sport 



Ajid revelry dissolved; where niiiing glad, 
Happiest of all the train! the ny)tured boy 
leashes the whirling top. Or, where the Kliino 
Bran<jh’d out in many a long canal extends. 
From every province swarming, void of care, 
jBatftvia rushes forth; and as they sweep, 

On sounding skates, a thousand different ways, 
Jja circling poise, swift as the winds, along, 
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The then gay land ia madden’d all to joy. 

Nor less the northern courts, wide o’er the sLow, 
Pour a new pomp. Eager, on rapid sleds. 

Their vigorous xputh in bold contention wheel 
The long-resounding course. Meantime to raise 
The manly strife, with highly blooming charms, 
Flush’d by the season, Scandinavia’s dames. 

Or Eussia’s buxom daughters, glow around. 

Pure, quick, and sportful is the wholesome day 
But soon elapsed. The horizontal sun, 

Broad o’er the south, hangs at his utmost noon. 
And, ineffectual, strikes the gelid cliff: 

His azure gloss the mountain still maintains, 

Nor feels the feeble touch. Perhaps the vale 
llelents ewhile to the reflecky' ray : 

Or from the forest falls the truster’snow, 
Myruids of gems, that in the waving gleam 
Gay-twinkle as they ceatter. Thick around 
Thunders the sport of those, who with the gun. 
And dog impatient bounding at the shot, ^ 

AVorse than the season, desolate the fields ; 

And, adding to the ruins of the year. 

Distress the footed or the feather’d gume. 

But what is this ? our infant Winter sinks. 
Divested of his grandeur, should our e^o 
Astonish’d shoot into the frigid zone; 

AVhere, for relentless mouths, continmd Night 
Holds o’er the glittering waste her starry reign. 

There, through the prison of unbounded wilda, 
Barr’d by the hand of Nature from escape, 

Wide roafna the Busaian exile. Nought around 
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Strikes hk Bad eje but deserts lost in snow; 

And heafy-loaSed groves; and solid floods, 

JTha? stretcl\, athwart the solitary waste, 

Their icy horrors to the frozen main; 

Ajid cheerless towns fur distant, never bless’d. 

Save when its annual course the caravan 
Bends to the golden coast of rich Cathay, 

With news of human-kind. Yet tliere life glows ; 
Yet cherish’d there, beneath the shining waste. 

The furry nations harbour ^tipp’d with jet. 

Fair ermines, spotless ns the snows they press ; 
Sables, of glossy bhu’k; and dnrk-embrowu’d, 

Or beauteous freak’d with many a mingled hue. 
Thousands besides, the costly pride of courts. 

There, warm togetljpr pftc?’d, the trooping defl- 
Sleep on the new-fallen snoVa ; and, scarce bis bead 
Euised %’er the heapy wreath, the branching elk 
Lies slumbering sullen in the wliife abyss. 

The ruthless hunter wants nor dogs nor toils, 

Nor with the dread of sounding bows he drives 
The fearful flying race; with ponderous clubs, 

^As weak against the mountain-heaps the}' push 
Wieir beating breast in vain, and piteous bray. 

He lays them quivering on the ensanguined snows. 
And wdth loud shouts rejoicing hears them homo. 
There through the piny forest lialf-absorpt, 

Bougti tenant of these shmles, the shnjmless bear. 
With dangling ice all horrid, stalks forlorn; 
’Slow-paoed, and sourer as the storms increase, 
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He makes his bed beneath the inclement drif^ 

And, with stem patience, scorning weak complault. 
Hardens his heart against assailing want. 

Wide o’er the%paciou8 regions of the north, 

That see Bootes urge his tardy wain, 

A boisterous race, by frosty Caurus * pierced. 

Who little pleasure know, and fear no pain. 

Prolific swarm, They once relumed the flame 
/Of lost mankind in polish’d slavery sunk; 

Drove martial horde on hord#,t with dreadful sweep 
Besistless rushing o’er the enfeebled south, 

And gave the vanquish’d world another form. 

Not such tlie sons of Lapland: wisely they 
Despise the insensate barbarous trade of war; 

They nsk^o more than simple; j.sature gives; 

They love their mountains, and enjoy their storms. 
No false desires, no pride-created wants, ‘ 

Disturb the peaceful c'urrcnt of their time, 

And through the restless ever-tortured maze 
Of pleasure, or ambition, bid it rage. 

Their reindeer form their riches. These their tents. 
Their robes, their beds, and all their homely wealth 
Supply, their wholesome fare and cheeiful cups. 
Obsequious at their call, the docile tribe 
Yield to the sled their itecks, and whirl them swift 
O’er hill and dale, heap’d into one expanse 
Of marbled snow, as far as eye can sweep 
With a blue crust of ice unbounded glazed. 

By dancing meteors then, that ceaseless shake 
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A waring blaze refracted o’er tbe heavens, 

And vivid *io(Jn8, and stars that keener play 
Wilh doubled lustre from the radiant waste, 

E’en in the depth of polar light they find 
A wondrous day; enough to light the chase, 

Or guide their daring steps to Finland fairs. 

Wish’d Spring returns; and from tlie hazy south, 

While dim Aurora slowly moves before, 

The welcome sun, just verging up at first. 

By small degrees extends the swelling curve, 

Till seen at last for gay rejoicing months. 

Still round and round his spiral course ho winds, 

And ns he nearly dips his flaming orb. 

Wheels up again, and rcaseends the sky. 

In that glad season, fro* the lakes and floods^ 

Where pure Ahemrs* fairi mountains rise. 

And fr^ged with roses Tenglio t rolls his stream. 

They draw the copious fry. Wit^i these, at eve. 

They cheerful loaded to their tents repair; 

Where, all day long in useful cares employ’d, 

Their kind nnblemish’d wives the lire prepare. 

'fhriee happy race! by poverty secured 
Ji’rom legal plunder and rapacious power; 

In whom fell interest never yet has sown 

• 

• M. de M«upertni», in hi» bonk on the Figure of the Earth, aUer baWa( 
described the beautiful lake and mountain of ISiemi.in Lnpland. aaja: '‘From 
thii h^gbl ire bad oitportunit;, aevcral tiinra, to *eu tboao vaponn riae (Votn 
tbe lake irbich tbe people of the country call llnllioe, and irhich they deem to 
ba tbe gnardian apinta of the mountaina. We had lioen fngliteJ with itorlef 
qt bean that haonted Ihla place, bat aaw nooe. It aeomed rather a place of , 
jttaort Ibr OtWea and genii, than bean." ' 

t Th* uuM asthor obaarrea: "Lyaa aorpeiaed to aea upon tba banka of 
lan^) rOi ^ o f M hJIv a rad aa any that are in oar ' 






The Beeda of vice: whose spotless swains ne’er knew 
Injurious deed, nor, blasted by the breath‘d ■' 

Of faithless love, their blooming daughters woe. 

Still pressing on, beyond Tomea’s lake, 

And Hecla flaming through a waste of snow. 

And farthest Greenland, to the pole itself, 

Where, failing gradual, life at length goes out. 

The Muse expands her solitary flight; 

And, hovering o’er the wild stupendous scene, 
Beholds new seas beneath another sky,* 

'Ihroned in his palace of cerulean ice. 

Here Winter holds lus unrejoicing court; 

And through his airy hall the loud misrule 
Of driving tempest is for ever heard: 

Here the prim tyrant meditat^f,’-.i8 wrath ; 

Here arms his winds with all’subduing frost; 
Moulds his fierce hail, and treasimes up his snowr 
With which he now oppresses half the globe. 

Thence winding eastward to the Tartar’s coast. 
She sweeps the howling margin of the main ; 

Where undissolving, from the first of time, 

Snows swell on snows amazing to the sky. 

And icy mountains high on mountains piled 
Seem to the shivering sailor from afar. 

Shapeless and white, an atmosphere of clouds. 
Projected huge and horrid o’er the surge, 

Alps frown on Alps; or rushing hideous down, 

As if old Chaos were again return’d, 

Wide-rend the deep, and shake the solid pole. 
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Ocean itsdf nojionger can mist 
llie binding fury; but, in all its rage 
Qf tempeat taken by the boundless frost, 

Is many a fathom to the bottom chain’d,* 

And bid to roar no more; a bleak expanse, 

Shagg’d o'pr with wavy rocks, cheerless, and void 
Of every life, that from the dreary months 
Flies conscious southward, miserable they! 

Who, here entangled in the gathering ice. 

Take their last look of the descending sun; 

AVhile, full of death, and fierce with tenfold frost. 

The long, long night, incumbent o'er their heads, 

Falls horrible. Such was the Briton's * fate, 

As with first prow (what^iave not Britons dared !') 

He for the passage sought, httenipted since 
So much in vain, and seeming to bo shut. 

By jealoifs Nature, witli eternal bars. 

In these fell regions, in Arzina caught, 

Alid to the stony deep his idle ship 
Immediate seal’d, ho with his hapless crew. 

Each full-exerted at his several task, 

^rbze into statues; to the cordage glued 
The sailor, and the pilot to the helm. 

Hard by these shores, where scarce his freezing stream 
Bolls the wild Oby, live the Last ot men ; 

And half enliven’d by tbo distant sun. 

That r^ars and ripens man, as well as plants. 

Here human nature wears its rudest form, 
iSeep from the piercing season sunk in caves, 

Sir W&lp««U)r, bj Qotta Slintwtii, to diMoTir. IjM Wirtb- ’ 
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Here by dull fires, and with unjoyous cheer, 

They waste the tedious gloom. Immers^ in furs, 
Doze the gross race. Nor sprightly jest nor song. 
Nor tendemes#they know; nor aught of Hfe, 
Beyond the kindred bears that stalk without, 

Till mom at length, her roses drooping all. 

Sheds a long twilight brightening o’er their fields. 
And calls the quiver’d savage to the chase. 

What cannot active government perform. 
New-moulding m-nn ? Wide-stretching from these sh 
A people savage from remotest time, 

A huge neglected empire, one vast mind. 

By Heaven inspired, from gothic darkness call’d. 
Immortal Peter! first pf monarchs I he 
His stubborn country tam’d',-her rqcks, her fens. 
Her floods, her seas, her ili-submitting sons; 

And, while the fierce barbarian he subdued. 

To more exalted soul he raised the man. 

Te shades of ancient heroes, ye who toil’d 
Through long successive ages to build up 
A labouring plan of state, behold at once 
The wonder done! behold the matchless prince : 
Who left his native throne, where reign’d till then 
A mighty shadow of unreal power; 

Who greatly spurn’d»the slothful pomp of courts; 
And roaming every land, in every port 
His sceptre laid aside, with glorious hand 
Unwearied plying the mechanic tool, 

Gather’d the seeds of trade, of useful arts, 

Of civil wisdom, and of martial akill. 

•^Cba^;ed jntb;.the store* of hoone ho gowi 
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Then cities rise amid the illutniueu wmms— 

0*^ joyle«^e»ert8 smUes the rural reign— 

Par (fistant flood to flood is social join’d— 

The astoniih’d Euiino hears the Baltic r#ar— 
Proud navies ride on seas that never foam’d 
With daring keel before; and armies stretch 
Each way their dazzling files, repressing here 
The frantic Alexander of the north, 

And awing there stern Othmau’s shrinking sons. 
Sloth flies the land, and Ignorance, and Vice, 

Of old dishonour proud : it glows around. 

Taught by the royal hand tliat roused tlie whole, 
One scene of arts, of arms, of rising trade: 

For, what his wisdom planu’d, and power enforced, 
More potent still hi^greJ^ example show’d. • 
Muttering, the winds at eve, with blunted point, 
Blow hoSow blustering from the south. Subdued, 
The frost resolves into a trickling ttiaw'. 

3{)otted the mountains shine; loose sleet desc-ends, 
And floods the countrj' round. The rivers swell. 
Of bonds impatient. Sudden from the hills. 

O'er rocks and w'oods, in broad brown cataracts, 
A^bousand snow-lhd torrents shoot at once; 

And, where they rush, the wide resounding plain 
Is left one sUray waste. Those sullen seas. 

That wash’d the ungenial pole, will rest no more 
Beneath the shackles of the mighty north; 

But, rousing all their waves, resistless heave. 

And hark ! the lengthening roar continuous rune 
Athwart the rifted deep: at once it bursts, 

And pilw A.^onsand mountains to the cloodf. . 
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in fiure* the bark, with trembling wretches ohar^^ 
That, toss’d amid the floating fragments, mdbrs 
Beneath the shelter of an icy isle, 

While night o’erwhelms the sea, and horror Id^'O 
More horrible. Can human force endure 
The assembled mischiefr that besiege them round ? 
Heart-gnawing hunger, fainting weariness. 

The roar of winds and waves, the crush of ice, 

Now ceasing, now renew’d with louder rage, 

And in dire echoes bellowing round the main. 

More to embroil the deep, leviathau, 

And his unwieldy train, in dreadful sport, 

Tempest the loosen’d brine, while through the gloom, 
Tar from the bleak inhospitable shore, 

Loadiug<the winds, is heard t’.'e hungry liowl 
Of famish’d monsters, therb awaiting wrecks. 

Tet Providence, that ever-waking eye. 

Looks down with pity on tlie feeble toil 
Of mortals lost to hope, and lights them safe 
Through all this dreary labyrinth of fate. 

’Tis done! dread Winter spreads his latest glooms. 
And reigns tremendous o’er the conquer’d year. 

How dead the vegetable kingdom lies 1 
How dumb the tuneful! Horror wide extends 
His desolate domain. .Behold, fond man! 

See here thy pictured life; pass some few years, 

Tby flowering Spring, thy Sumnj^V^ ardent strength, 
Thy sober Autumn fading into 
And pale concluding Winter comes'^viir wt, 
d shuts the scene. Ah 1 whither no?;: are flee 
dreams of greatness P those nnsolid hc^es 
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Of happiness P those longings after fame P 
Those restl^hs cares ? those busy bustling dap ? 

Tho^ gay-spent, festive nights ? those veering tlioughts, 
Lost between good and ill, that shared tJiy life ? 

All now are vanish’d! Virtue sole survives. 

Immortal never-failing friend of man. 

His guide to happiness on high. And see! 

’Tis come, the glorious morn! tlio second birth 
Of Heaven and earth! awakening Nature hears 
The new-ereating word, and start.s to life, 

In every heighten’d form, from pain and deatli 
For ever free. Tlio great eternal scheme, 

Involving all, and in a perfect whole 
Uniting, as the prospect wider spreads. 

To reason’s eye refined,T^.ar up apace. 

Ye vhinly wiso! ye blind presumptuous! iiOn, 
ConfourSed in tlie dust, adore tliat i’ower 
And Wisdom oft arraign’d: seo U(ftv the cause. 

Why unassuming worth in secret lived. 

And died, neglected: why the good man’s sharo 
In life was gall and bitterness of soul; 

Wliy the lono widow and her orphans pined 
Iff starving solituJfe; while Luxury, 

In palaces, lay straining her low thouglit. 

To form unreal wants: why lieawn-boni Truth, 

And Moderation fair, wore the red marks 
Of Superstition’s scourge; why licensed Pain, 

That cruel spoiler, that embosom’d foe. 

Embitter’d all our bliss. To good distress’d! 

JCb noble few! who here unbending stand 
Itfe’s pjessuie, yet%ear up awhile, 
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And what your bounded view, which only saw 
A little part, deem’d evil is no more: 

The storms of wintry Time will quickly pass, 
And one unbounded Spring encircle all. 







These, as they change, Almighty Father, these 
Are but the varied God! The rolling year 
Is full of Thee! Forth in the pleasing Spring 
'Thy beauty walks, Thy tenderness and love. 

Wide flush the fields; the softening air is balm ; 
Echo the mountains round; the forest smiles; 
And every sense, and every heart is joy. 

5lhen comes Thy*glory in tho Summer months, 
With light and heat refulgent. Then Thy sun 
Shoots full perfection through the swelling year: 
And oft Thy voice m dreadful thunder speaks; 
AndPoft at dawn, deep noon, or falling eve, 

By brooks and groves, in hollow-w hispering gales 
Thy bounty shines in Autumn unconftn’d, 

And spi^eads a common feast for all that lives. 
lA'Winter iiwfi4 Thoa I with clouds and 
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Around Thee thrown, temp^t o’er tempest roll’d, 
Majestic darkness! on the whirlwind’s wing, 

Riding sublime, Thou bidst the world adore, 

And humblest Nature with Thy northern blast. 

Mysterious round! what skill, what force divine, 
Deep felt, in these appear! a simple train, 

Yet so delightful mix’d, with such kind art, 

Such beauty and beneficence combined; 

Shade, uuperceived, so softening into shade; 

And all so forming an harmonious whole, 

That, as they still succeed, they ravish still. 

But wandering oft, with brute unconscious gaze, 

Man marks not Thee, marks not the mighty hand. 
That, ever busy, wheels the silent spheres; 

Works inMlie secret deep; 8ho<>tB, summing, thence 
The fair profusion that o’erspreads the Spring; 

Flings from the sun direct the flaming day; 

Feeds every creaturehurls the tempest forth; 

And, as on earth this grateful change revolves. 

With transport touches all the springs of life. 

Nature, attend! join, every living soul. 

Beneath the spacious temple of the sky. 

In adoration join; and, ardent, raise 
One general song! To Him, ye vocal gales. 

Breathe soft, whose Spirtt in your freshness breathes 
Oh, talk of Him in solitary glooms! 

Where, o’er the rock, the scarcely waving pine 
Fills the brown shade with a reb'gious awe. 

,And ye, whose bolder note is heard afar, 

^Who shake the astonish’d world, lift high to Heaven 
►.-Thft. itnpfttnmia sonff. and tav from urtirtTf. ‘ '' 



1 pralae, Jb brooks, *ttune, ye trembliog rills; 
let me feltcfi it as I muse along. 
f'Xe heidloog torrents, rapid, and profound; 

’iXe softer flcjods, that lead the humid inaz# 
iAJong the vs.le; and thou, majestic main, 
u secret world of wonders in thyself, 
f Sound His stupendous praise; whose greater voiw 

* Or bids you roar, or bids your roarings fall, 

LSoft roll your incense, herbs, and fruits, and flowers. 
|jn mingled clouds to Him; whose sun exalts, 

[lose breath perfumes you, and whose pencil paiuts. 
fe forests, bend, ye harvests, wave, to Him ; 

Jreathe your still song into the reaper’s heart, 

|^>A8 home he goes beneath the joyous moon. 

Ye that keep watch in Heaven, as earth asleep • 
IJncoiftcious lies, eflPuse your mildest beams, 
leonsteMations, while your angels strike, 
lid the spangled sky, the silver l}'te. 

,t source of day! best image here below 
Of thy Creator, ever pouring wide. 

From world to world, the vital ocean round, 

On Nature write with every beam Uis praise. 
^Tfid'thunder rolls: be hush’d tbe prostrate world: 

• "WfaBe cloud to cloud returns the solemn hymn. 

Bleat out afreeh, ye hills; ye mossy rocks, 

Betain the sound: the broad responsive low, 

valleys, raise; for the Great Shepherd reigns; 
•^d Has unsuffering kingdom yet will come, 
woodknda all, awake: a ^oundless song 

>m tbe groves I and when tbe restless day, 
tb« .WMWmg world aaleey, 






Sweetest of birds! sweet Philomela, charm 

The listening shades, and teach the night His praisew 

Te chief, for whom the whole creation smiles, 

At once the h%ad, the heart, and tongue of all, 

Crown the great hymn; in swarming cities vast, 

Assembled men, to the deep organ join 

The long-resounding voice, oft breaking clear. 

At solemn pauses, through the swelling base; 

And, as each mingling flame increases each. 

In one united ardour reach to Heaven. 

Or, if you rather choose the rural shade, 

And find a fane in every sacred grove, 

Tliere let the shepherd’s flute, the virgin’s lay, 

The prompting serajA, and the poet’s lyre. 

Still sing the God of Sea8on8,'^a3 they roll! 

For me, when I forget the darling theme, 

Whether the blossom blows, the Summer-ray ' 
Eussets the plain, inspiring Autumn gleams. 

Or Winter rises in the blackening east, 

Be my tongue mute, may Fancy paint no more. 

And, dead to joy, forget, my heart, to beat! 

Should fate command me to the farthest verge 
Of the green earth, to distant barbaious climes, 
Eivers unknown to song, where first the sun 
Gilds Indian mountains, or his setting beam 
Flames on the Atlantic isles, ’tis nought to me, 

Since Gnd is ever present, ever felt. 

In the void waste as in the city full; 

And where He vital breathy there must be joy. 
When e’en at last the solemn hour shall come, 
wing my mystio flight to futai^ 



l iBeerfulWill obey; there, with new powers, 
Will rising wonders sing: I cannot go 
iWh^ Universal Love not smiles around. 
Sustaining all yon orbs, and all their sons; 

From seeming evil still educing good, 

And better thence again, and better still. 

In infinite progression. But I lose 
Myself in Him, in Light inoflable! 

Come then, expressive Silence, muse His praise. 
































THE CASTLE OF INDOLENCE. 


CANTO I. 


The cMtIe Inght of IndoleiKe, 
Ajiii iU luiu^ . 

Where for a little time, alaal 
We lived right joUily. 


I. 

0 MOETAL rn»n, who livesfc hero by toil, 

Do not complain of this thy hard estate, 

That like an emmet thou mijst ever moil 
Is a sad sentence of an ancient date, 

And, certes, there is for it reason great; 

For, though sometimes it makes thee weep and wail, 
And curse thy stars, and early drudge and late, 

^ Withoaiten that would come an heavier bale, 

OBi^y passions, and disease* pale, ' 





n. 

In lowly dale, faat by a river’s side, 

With woody hill o’er hill encompass’d round, 

A most enchanting wizard did abide. 

Than whom a fiend more fell is nowhere found. 

It was, I ween, a lovely spot of ground: 

And there a season atween June and May, 
Half-praukt with spring, with summer half-imbrown’d, 
A listless climate made, where, sooth to say. 

No living wight could work, ne cared even for play. 

III. 

Was nought around but images of rest: 
Sleep-soothing groves, and quiet lawns between ; 

And flowery beds that slumbroys influence kest. 

From poppies breathed ; and beds c f pleasaunt gr^n. 
Where never yet was creeping creature seen. , 
Meantime, unnumber’d glittering streamlets play’d. 
And hurled everyw’here their waters sheen; 

That as they bicker’d through the sunny glade. 
Though restless still themselves, a lulling murmur made. 


rv. 

Jo,in’d to the prattle of the purling riila 
Were heard the lowing herds along the vale, 
And flocks loud bleating from the distant hills. 
And vacant shepherds piping in the dale: 

And, now and then, sweet Philomel would wail, 
Or stock-doves ’plain amid the forest deep 
That drowsy rustled to the sighing gale; 

Ap.d still a coil the grasshopper did keep-, 

inclined all, ta fl$ep^' 



in thf passage of the vale, above, 

A dkble, silent, solemn forest stood. 

Where nought but shndo'vy fonns wort seen to move, 
As Idless fancied in her dreaming mood; 

And up the hills, on either side, a wood 
Of bla<;kening pines, aye waving to and fro, 

Sent forth a sleepy horror through tlie blood ; 

And where this valley winded out kdow, 
rhe murmuring main was heard, and scarcely heard, to flow. 

VI. 

A pleasing land of drowsyhed it was. 

Of dreams that wave before the half-shut eye, 

And of gay castles in-^lic clouds tlmt pass, 
to* ever flushing rfeund a sumincr-sky : 

There ske the soft delights that witohingly 
Instil a wanton sweetness througji the breast, 

^ And the calm pleasures always hover’d nigh ; 

But whate’er smack’d of ’noyance, or unrest, 

Wtus far, far off expell’d from this delicious nest, 

TII. 

?rhe landskip such, inspiring perfect case, 

Where Ixdolknce (for so the wizard higlit) 

Close hid his castle mid cinbowiering trees. 

That half shut out the beams of Phoebus bright, 
An^made a kind of checker’d day and night; 
3leanwhile, unceasing at the massy gate, 

TElWi^h ft spacious palm, the wicked wight 
placed; and to his lute, of cruel fate 
l^entiog 
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Thither continual pilgrims crowded still. 

From all the roads of earth that pass there by; 

For, as they dhaunced to breathe on neighbouring hill, 
The freshness of this valley smote their eye, ’ 

And drew them ever and anon more nigh;' ' 

Till clustering round the enchanter false they hung, 
Ymolten with his syren melody; 

While o’er th’ enfeebling lute his hand ne flung. 

And to the trembling chord these tempting verses sung:-^ 

II. 

“ Behold! ye pilgrims of this earth, behold! 

See all but man with uneam’d pleasure gay: 

See he,’: bright robes the butH'rfly unfold. 

Broke from her wintry tomb in pViine of May! 

WTiat youthful bride can equal her array ? ■ 

Who can with herufor easy pleasure vie ? 

From mead to mead with gentle wing to stray, 

From flower to flower pn balmy gales to fly, 

8 all she has to do beneath the radiant sky. 


X. 

' Behold the merry minstrels of the mom, 

The swarming songsters of the careless grove. 

Ten thousand throatk, that, from the flowering thorn, 
Hymn their good Hod, and carol sweet of love, 

Such grateful kindly raptures them emove: ^ 

They neither plough nor sow; ne, fit for flail. 

E’er to ^ bam the nodding sheaves they droy^i 
‘tietjtheira each harvest dancing in the gal^; 



XI. 

'Oatcaat of nature, Man! the wretched thrall 
Of ♦bitter-dropping sweat, of sweltry pain. 

Of cares that eat away the heart with |[all. 

And of the vices, an inhuman train, 

That all proceed from savage thirst of gain; 

For, when hard-hearted Interest first began 
To poi8on*earth, Astnea left the plain, 

Ouile, Violence, and Murder seized on man, 

4.nd, for soft milky streams, with blood the fivers rai 

III. 

“ Come, ye who still the cumbrous load of life 
Push hard up hill, but as the farthest steep 
You trust to gain, aniput an end to strife, 

Doyn thuuders back the stone with mighty sweep, 
And hijrls your labours to the valley deep. 

For ever vain: come, and withoi^tcn fee 
-I in oblivion will your sorrows steep, 

Tour cares, your toils; will steep you in a sea 
)f full delight; O come, ye weary wights, to me! 


XIII. 


•^With me, you nA;d not rise at early dawn. 
To pass the joyless day in various stounda; 
Or, louring low, on upstart Foi^une fawn, 
And sell fair honour for some paltry pounds; 


• Or Ihrough- th^city take your dirty rounds, 
Aeiat, and don, and lie, and visit pay, 
flattering base, now giving secret wounds; 
<^i!prowlin. courts of law for human prey. 


j/' '■ ' . ’ . -' 


HT. 

I 

No cocks, with me, to rustic labour call. 

From village on to village sounding clear; 

To tardy swAi no sbriU-voiced matrons squall; 

No dogs, no babes, no wives, to stun your ear; 

No hammers thump; no horrid blacksmith sear, 

Ne noisy tradesman your sweet slumbers start, .. 

With sounds that are a misery to hear: ' 

But all is* calm, as would delight the heart 
Of Sybarite of old, all nature, and aU art. 

IV. 

“ Here nought but Candour reigns, indulgent Ease, 
Good-nature lounging, sauntering up and down: 

They )ivho are pleased thems^iives must always plea 
On others’ ways they never squilrt a frown. 

Nor heed ^hat haps in hamlet or in town: > 

Thus, from the soi'rce of tender Lidolence, 

With milky blood the heart is overflown. 

Is sooth’d and sweeten’d by the social sense; 

For Interest, Envy, Pride, and Strife are banish’d hence-. 

XVI. 

“'What, what is virtue, but repose of mind, 

A pure ethereal calm, that knows no storm. 

Above the reach of wild Ambition’s wind, 

Above those passions that this world deform, 

And torture man, a proud inalignanti worm ? 

But here, instead, soft gales of passion play. 

And gently stir the heart, thereby to form 
, M quicker sense of joy; as breeses stray . 





ITII. 

“ The beaf of men have ever loved repose. 

They bate to mingle in the filthy fray, 

Where the soul sours, and gradual mneour grows, 
Imbitter'd more from peevish day to day. 

E’en those whom Fame has lent her fairest ray, 
The most renown’d of worthy wiglits of yore. 
From a base world at last have stolen aw ay; 

So Scipio, to the soft Cuma'an shore 
ietiring, tasted joy he never knew before. 

. XTiir. 

“ But if a little exercise you chobse. 

Some rest for ease, ’tis not forbidden here: 

Amid the groves ya*t may indulge the mus^, 

Qr tend the bloOms, and deck the vernal year; 

Or softly stealing, with your watery gear. 

Along the brooks, the crimsorijspottcd fry 
You may delude: the whilst, amused, you hear 
Now the hoarse stream, and now the zephyr’s sigh 
Lttuned to the birds, and woodland melody. 

XII, 

* O grievous fofly to heap up estate. 

Losing the days you see beneath the sun. 

When, sudden, comes blind unrelenting Fate, 

And gives the untasted portion you have won 
With ruthlgfs toil, and many a wretch undone. 

To those who mock you, gone to Pluto’s reign, 
There with sad ghosts to pine, and shadows dun: 
it is of vanities most vain 

you bore untoiling ip#y obtiim,” 
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XX. 

He ceased. But still their trembling ears retain’d 
The deep vibrations of his witching song, 

That, by a kind of magic power constrain’d 
To enter in, pell-mell, the listening throng. 

Heaps pour’d on heaps, and yet they slipt along. 

In silent ease; as when beneath the beam 
Of summer-moons, the distant woods among, 

Or by some flood all silver’d with the gleam, 

The soft-embodied fays through airy portal stream. 

xxr. 

By the smooth demon so it order’d was, 

And here hb baneful bounty first beg.an: 

Though some there were who would not farther pass. 
And his alluring baits suspected ban: 

The wise distrust the too fair-spoken man. 

Yet through the gate they cast a wishful eye : 

Not to move on, perdie, is all they can; 

For do their very best they cannot fly. 

But often each way look, and often sorely sigh. 

IXII. 

"Wien this the watcliful wicked wizard saw, 

With sudden spring he leap’d upon them straight; 
And soon as touch’d by his unhallow’d paw 
They found themselves within the cursed gate. 

Full hard to be repass’d, like that of fa*e: 

Not stronger were of old the giant crew 
Who sought to puU high Jove from regal state, 
Though feeble wretch he ieem’d,,of sallow huA: 
^^^hp^bid^ gnufp will thit .^Goun^ nh 




XXIII. 

» 

For i^homsoe’er the villain takes in hand, 

Their joints unknit, tlieir sinews melt apace; 

As lithe they grow a*any willow-wand, • 

And of their vanisli’d force remains no trace: 

So wh^n a maiden fair, of modest grace. 

In all her buiom blooming May*of charms, 

Ts seized in some losel’s hot embrace, 

She waieth very weakly, as she warms, 
fhen sighing yields her up to love’s delicious harms. 


XXIV. 


Waked by the crowd, slow from his bench arose 
A comely, full-spread porter, swoln with sleep; 

His calm, broad, thoughtless aspect breathed repose; 
'-And in sweet torpor he was plunged deep, 

■ jjfe ^ould him^lf from ceaseless yawning keep; 
While o'er hia eyes the drowsy liquor ran, 

-Sloough which hia half-waked soul would faintly peep 
taking his black staff, he call’d his mao, . 

, M.xoQse 
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nv. 

0 ,, 

Tho lad leap’d lightly at his master’s call: 

He was, to weet, a little roguish page, , 

Save sleep an(i»play who minded nought at all. 

Like most the untaught striplings of his age. 

This boy he kept each band to disengage. 

Garters and buckles, task for him unfit. 

But ill becoming his grave personage. 

And which liis portly paunch would not permit; 

So this same limber page to all performed it. 

XXTI. 

Meantime the master-porter wide display’d 
Great store of caps, of slippers, and of gowns, 
Where^Jith he those who entei’d in array’d. 

Loose as the breeze that plays aloi.g the downs, , 
And waves the summer-woods when evening fmwns; 
0 fair undress, best: dress! it checks no vein. 

But every flowing limb in pleasure drowns. 

And heightens ease with grace. This done, right fain. 
Sir porter sat him down, and turn’d to sleep again. 


XXVII. 


Thus easy robed, they to the fountain sped 
That in tho middle of the court up-threw 
A stream, high spouting from its liquid bed, 

And falling back again in drizzly dew; 

There each deep draughts, as deep he^,thirsted, drew 
It was a fountain of nepenthe rare. 


Whence, as Dan Homer sings, huge pleasaunce 


Amd sweet oblivion of vile earthly care, 

CTlutaniVi* mtrtTxr fWiiiivttffl wnA 4nTnua 
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XXVllI. 

This rite perform’d, ail iuly pleased aud still, 
Withoutcu trump, was procianiatiou roado; 

Ye sous of ludolence, do what you will, 

And wander where you list, through hall or glade 
M no man’s pleasure for another stay’d; 

Let each, as likes him, best his hours employ, 

Aiid cursed be be who minds his neighbour’s trad 
dwells kind Ease, aud unreproving Joy; 

othew can wmov.*^. ■ 






Straight of these endless numbers, swarming round, 
As thick os idle motes in sunny ray, 

Not one eftsowis in view was to be found. 

But every man stroll’d off his own glad way, 

Wide o’er this ample court’s blank area. 

With all the lodges that thereto pertain’d, 

No living creature could be seen to stray; 

While solitude and perfect silence reign’d ; 

So that, to think you dreamt, you almost was constrain’d. 

XIX. 

As when a shepherd of the Hebrid-Isles 
Placed far amid the mekneholy main 
(Whether it be lone Fancy hiK beguiles; 

Or that aerial beings sometimes deign 
To stand, embodied, to our senses plain), 

Sees on the naked hill, or valley low. 

The whilst in ocean Phoebus dips bis wain, 

A vast assembly moving to and fro. 

Then all at once in air dissolves the wondrous show. 

IXII. 

gods of quiet, and of sleep profound, 

Whose soft dominion o’er this castle sways, 

And all the widely-siknt places round, 

Forgive me if my trembling pen displays 
What never yet was sung in mortal kvs. 

But how shall I attempt such arduous string ? 

I who have spent my nights, and nightly days, 

In this soul-deadening place loose-loitering, 

Afel how shall I for this uproar, my moulted wingf. 
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IIXIT. 

Come ojT, my Muse, nor stoop to low despair. 

Thou imp of Jove, touch’d by celestial 6re, 

Thou yet shalt sing of war, and actians lair, 

Which the bold sous of Britiiin w ill inspin^; 

Of ancient bards thou yet shalt swei p tlie lyre; 

Thou yet shalt tread in tmgie pall the stage, 

Paint love’s euehaatiug woes, the hero’s ire. 

The sage’s calm, the patriot’s noble nige, 

Dashing Corruption down through every worthless age. 

x.vxiri. 

The doors that knew no slirill alarming bell, 

Ne cursed knocker plied by villain’s hand, 

Self-open’d into luij^s where who can tell 
What elegance 4 iud grandeur wide e.^paiid? 

Theipride of Turkey and of Persia land ? 

Soft quilts on quilts, on carpets carpets spread, 

AjqJ couches stre'tch around in seemly band, 

And endless pillows rise to prop the head, 

So that^’aeh spacious room was one full-swelling bed. 

xxxiv. 

And everywhA^ huge cover’d tables stood, , 
With wines higli flavour’d and rich viands crown’d 
V/hatever sprightly juice orjastoful food 
On the green bosom of this earth are found, 

And all old^cean genders in his round: 

Homo hand unseen these silently display’d, 

Even undemanded by a sign or sound; 

,^you need but wish, and, instantly obey’d, 

Fxir'taaged the dishes rose, and thick the glaesee pbjr’d. 






xxxr. 

Here freedom reign’d, without the least ,1%. 

6r gossip’s tale, nor ancient maiden’s gall 
Nor saintlj spWn durst murmur at our joy 
And rtk envenom’d longue on, ,.leM„re, poll, 
or w j ? there was but one great rule for all; 
To wit, that each should work bis omi desire 
And eat, drink, study, sleep, as it may fall • ’ 
Or melt the time in love, or wake the lyre ’ 

And carol what, unbid, the Muses might inspire 


-i-AAVl, 

rooms with costly tapestry were hung, 

Vhere was inwoven many a gentle tale. 

Such as of old the rural poets ?ung, 

^ Or (,f Arcadian or Sicilian vale; 

^Oncliniug lovers, in the lonely dale" 
our forth at-large the sweetly tortured heart 

And taught cbiiniv,>a ^ 

While flochv. wood.,V ”‘7“’ i 

impart. V^^ms around, repose and peace 


\ixxTn. 

Those pleased the mosV . , o 

■n ■ V a XL x5 V cunning hana 

Depamted, was the ^ 

What time Dan AbrahaA, i f. ,, L ,, 

A a X j X. ?»* Chaldee land 

And pastqred on from veli,a„ x x ’ 

Where fields and fountaii^ f 

Toil was not then: of notbV^f w 

But with wild'beasts the silv^ " icy heed. 

And o’er vast plains their he^ , 

Blfsi’d Bons of Nature they 1 ® ^ 

' / egoldpuageindeet^. 
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XIITTn. 

Sometimf# t'he pencil, in cool airy hnlls, 

B«de th^ gay bloom of vernal landskips riae, 

Or Aututnu’s varied aliodea in>brown»the walls: 

Now the black tempest strikes the natonisli’d eyes; 
Now down the steep the flashing torrent flies: 

The trembling snn now plays o’er (H*enn blue, 

And now rude mountains frown amid the skies; 
Whate’er Lorraine light-toimh’d with softening hue, 
Or savage Eosa dash’d, or learned Poussin drt'w. 


XXXIX. 

Each sonnd too, here to languiahment inelincd, 
Lull’d the weak bosom, and induced ease; 
Aerial music in the#.'arblirig wind. 

At distance rising oft., by small degrees 
Nearar and nearer eame, till o’er the frees 
It hung, and breathed stich soij-dis.solving 
Asdjd, alas! with soft perdition please: 
Entangled deep in its enchanting snares, 

The listening heart forgot all duties and all carCB, 


xn. 


A certaiti musi?, never known before, 

Here soothed the pensive melanelioiy mi|tfl, 

Pull easily obtain’d. Ih'hove* no inoro; 

But sidelong to the gently waxing wind, 

Tc#lay the w<Jl-tuned instrument rcclii|j 
From which, with airy flying fingers light, 

Beyond each mortal touch the moat refined, 
god of winds drew sounds of deep delight, 
with just cauae, the harp of .$olu* it higHi. ^ 
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XLI. 

Ah me! what hand can touch the strings so nne t 

Who up the lofty diapason roll 

Such sweet, siifch sad, such solemn airs divine, 

Then let them down again into the soul ? 

Now rising love they fann’d; now pleasing dole 
They breathed, in tender musings, through the heart 
And now a graver sacred strain they stole. 

As when seraphic hands an hymn impart: 

Wild warbling nature all, above the reach of art! 

XLTI. 

Such the gay splendour, the luxurious state. 

Of caliphs old, who on tlio Tigris’ shore. 

In mighty Bagdat, populous at*! great. 

Held their bright court, where wan of ladies stori^j 
And verse, love, music, still the garland worett 
When Sleep was coy, the bard, in waiting there. 
Cheer’d the lone midnight with the Muse’s lore; 
Composing nfusic bade his dreams be fair. 

And music lent new gladness to the morning air. 

XLIII. 

Near the pavilions where we slept, still ran 
Soft tinliling streams, and dashing w-aters fell. 

And .sobbing breezes sigh’d, and oft began 
(So work’d the wizard) wintry storms to swell. 

As heaven and earth they would together mell: ' 

At doors and windows, threatening, seem’d to call 
The demons of the tempest, growlihg fell, 

Yet the least entrance found they none at all, 

‘When sweeter grew pur sleep, secure in maa|i;j^ ba^ 



"*BB fluttni' 0# tfflottHick 

ItlT. 

And hitler Morpheus sent hfs kindest dreams, 

Raising i world of gayer tiuet and grace, 

O’er which were shadowy cast Elysitn gleams. 

That pla|’d, in waving liglits. from place to place. 

And shed a roseate smile on Nature’s face. 

Not Tititu’s ])encil o'er could so array, 

So fleece with clouds the pure ethereal space, 

Ne could it e’er such meriing forma display, 

As loose on flowery beds all languishingly lay. 

XLT. 

No, fair illusions! artful phantoms, no! 

My Muse will not attempt yo\ir fairy land : 

She has no colours Miat like you can glow 
Tp catch your vi#id scenes too gross her hand. 
But,«»ure it is, was ne’er a subtler band 
Than these same guileful angeljseeming sprites, 

Who thus, in dreams voluptuous, soft, and bland, 
Pour’d all the Arabian heaven upon our nights. 

And bless’d them oft besides with more refined delights. 

-XLVI. 

They were, in s'ooth, a most enchanting train, 

Even feigning virtue; skilful to unite 
With evil good, and strew with pleasure pain. 

But for those fiends whom, blood and broils delight, 
Who hurl th# wretch, as if to hell outright, 

Down dowm black gulfs, where sullen waters sleep, 

Or hold him clambering, all the fearful ni^ht, 
pa l^eetling clifi's, or pent in ruins deep; 

Tjltfljr, tiJBB should serve, were bid far hsnee to keCf. 
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XLVII. 

Ye guardian spirits, to whota man 'is dear, 

From these foul demons shield the midnight glooA 
Angels of fane^ and of love, he near, 

And o’er the wilds of sleep diffuse a bloom, 

Evoke the sacred shades of Greece and Home, 

And let them virtue with a look impart; 

But chief, awhile, 0! lend us from the tomb 
Those long-lost friends for whom in love we smart, 
And fi?l with pious awe and joy-mii’d woe the heart. 

XLTIII. 

Or are you sportive P—Bid the morn of youth 
Bise to new light, and beam afresh the days 
Of iimoepnce, siiuphcity, and tf'ath. 

To cares estranged, and manhood’s thorny ways. 
What transport, to retrace our boyish plays, 

Our easy bliss, when each thing joy supphed, 

The woods, the mountains, and the warbling maze 
Of the wild brooks!—but, fondly wandering wild, 
My Muse, resume the task that yet doth thee abide. 

mix. 

Ohe great amusement of our housholld was 
In a huge crystal magic globe to spy, 

Still as you turn’d it, all things that do pass 
Upon this ant-hill earth, where constantly 
Of idly-busy men the restless fry 
. Eun bustling to and fin with foolish haste. 

In search of pleasures vain, that from them fly; 

Or which, obtain’d, the caiti& dare not taate.: 
nothing ia fiigoy’d, can thoi»-1--* — 
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“ Of ranitj the mitrour,’’ this wm call’d: 

Here you B muckworm of the town might see 
At hifl dull dcak, amid his ledgers staff’d, 

Eat up with carkiug care and penury, 

Most like to carcase parch’d on gallow-tree. 

“ A penny saved is a penny got: ” 

Firm to this scoundrel maxim keepeth he, 

Ne of its rigour wnll ho bate a jot. 

Till it has quench’d his lire, and banished his pot. 

LI. 

Straight from the filth of this low grub, behold! 

Comes fluttering forth a gaudy spendthrift heir, 

All glossy gay, on.amffU’d all with gold, 

Th« silly tenant of the summer air. 

In fol(^ lost, of nothing takes ho care; 

Pimps, lawyers, stewards, horlote*, flatterers vile. 

And thieving tradesmen him among them share: 

His fotjjer’s ghost from limbo-lake, the while, 
lees this, which more damnation docs upon him pile. 

LII. 

This globe pourtray’d the race of learned men. 

Still at their books, and turning o’er the page, 
Ferwards and backwards: oft they snatch tho pen. 

As if inspired, and in a Thespian rago 

Th^n write, and blot, as would your ruth engage ; 

Why, authors, all this scrawl and scrijjbling sore, 

To lose the present, gain the future age, 
s; Praised to be when you ctm hear no more, 
J^mttclvennch’d with lisme, when nseless worldly itoie? 

> 
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Then would a splendid city rise t5 view, 

With carta, and cars, and coaches, roaring all: ' 
Wide-pour’d flbroad behold the prowling crew: 

See how' they daah along I’ronk wall to wall! 

At every door, hark how they thunderbg call! 

Good Lord! what can this eager rout excite ? 

Why, each on each to prey by guile or gall; 

Witli flattery tht'se, w ith blunder those to blight. 

And nuiko new tiresome parties for the coming night. 

LIV. 

The puzzling sous of party next a])i)car’d. 

In dark cabals and nightly juntos met; 

And n(^ they whisper’d elose^uow shrugging rear’e 
The important shoulder; then, as^if to get 
New light, their twinkling e^es were inward%et 
No sooner Lucifer l.reeals ail'airs 
Than forth they various rush in mighty fret; 

When lo! push’d up to power, and crown’d their care 
In comes another set, and kieketh them down stiurs. 

LV. 

But w hat most show’d the vanity of life 
Was to behold the nations all on lire. 

In cruel broils engaged, and deadly strife: 

Most Christian kings inflamed by black desire, 

With honourable ruffians in their hire, 

Cause war to rage, and blood around to pour; 

Of this sad work when each begins to tire. 

They sit them dowrn just where they were be!bre|| ./J 
TtU, for new Menes of woe, peace shall their 
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tTI. 

To numb^ np tb# thousands dwelling here, 

A* useloM w*re and elce an cndlm task, 

From kings, and those who at the hehn npjii'nr, 
To gypsies brown in sumuier-glsdes who busk. 
Tea many a man, perdie, I oonlil unmask, 

Whose desk and table make a solemn show, 

With tape-tied trash, and suits of fwtls that ask 
For place or pension, laid in deeont row ; 

But these I passen by, with nameless nnmbt'ra moo. 


I.VI!, 

*C)f all the gentle tenants of the jikice, 

There was a man of aix^cinl grave n rnnrk ; • 

\ certain temler gU»nj o’erspn^nd his fa<'e, 
Pepsive, not sad ;*in thought involved, not dark; 
As soft this man eoiiM sing as monong Inrk, 

And teaeh the noblest morals o^the heart: 

But tJieso his talents Wi re _\lmrie<l stark ; 

Of the fine stores ho nothing would impart. 
Which or%)on Xatun* g;i\e or nntnre-painliiig .\rt. 


LVllI. 

*To noon-lidc sh'fdea incontinent he ran, 

Where purls the brook witli sleep-inviiing sound 
Or when Don Sol to sIojm' his jvheels hcgaii, 

AmiA the broom he bask'd him on the ground, 
Wlwre the wi|fl thyme and eamomlle an.* found: 
There would he linger, till the latest ray 
Of light sat quivering on the welkin’s bound; 

11!»so homeward through the twilight shadows stray, 
3i4Elei^^aiu{ aldw. So bad be passed many a di^. 
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LIX. 

Yet not in thoughtless slumber wtre they'pass’d: 

'’or oft the heavenly fire, that lay conceal’d 
Smongst the keeping embers, mounted fast, 

And all its native light anew reveal’d: 

Oft as he traversed the cerulean field. 

And mark’d the clouds that drove before the wind, 
Ten thousand glorious systems would he build. 

Ton thousand great ideas fill’d his mind; 

But with the clouds they fled, and left no trace behind 

rx. 

With him was sometimes join’d in silent walk 
(Profoundly silent, for they never spoke) 

One slij^T still, who quite deteWted talk 
Oft, stung by spleen, at once away he broke. 

To groves of pine, and brown o’ershudowing dlik 
There, inly tliriird.Jio wander’d all alone. 

And on himself his pensive fury wroke. 

No ever utter’d word, save when first shone 
The glittering star ofeve, “Thank lleaven! the day is don#.’ 

LXI. 

Merc lurk’d a wreteh who had not crept abroad 

For forty years, ne face of mortal seen ;t 

In chambt'r brooding*like a loathly toad; 

And sure his linen was not very clean. 

Through secret loopholes, that had pr^jetised been 

Near to his bed, his dinner vile he took; 

Unkempt, and rough, of squalid face and mien, 

Our castle’s shame! whence from his filthy nook. 

We drove the villain out for fitter lair to look. " . / 

* ^ 1, ' 

1— iflit m tn i i > 
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tX!I. 

Ooc daj^there cliaunccd iiit4i (lu so hulls to roTC 
A jojfoua youth,* who took you at first di^lil; 

Him the wild wave of pleasure hith^ drove, 

Before the sprij^hlly teni|H'st-lossiiijT li|,dit: 

Cortes, he was a most en‘’:u;iuir wiuht. 

Of Boeial glee, and wit huinune, though ketui, 
Turning the night to day, and day to niglit: 

For him I lie im-rry hells had rung, I ween, 

If, in this nook of quiet, hells had ever been. 

lAlIl. 

But not o’en pleasure to eveess is good : 

Whn^inost elates, then sinks the S(iul us low; 

When spriiigliile j^v pours in with i-opious jlood, 

The higher still^llie evulliiig hilliovH flow,* 
'fherfurtlier back again they (lagging go. 

And leave us grovelling on the dreary shore: 

Taqght by tliis son of joy, we found it so, 

Who, whilst he .stay’d, kept in a gay uproar 
Dur madden'd castle all. the abode of sleep no more. 

lAtv. 

An when, in jtHmc of June, a biirnish’d lly, ^ 
Sprung from the mi'ads o'er whieh he sweeps along, 
Cheer'd by the breathing blymn and vital sky, 

Tdnes up, amid these airy halls, his song, 
iioothiug at^first the gay reposing throng: 

And oft he eipa their bowl; or, marly drown’d, 

H®, thence recovering, drives their beds among, 

And acares their tender sleep, with trump profoond ( 
oat again he fliea, to wing bis tnacy round 





T9> OABTLt 6* IKDOl>tirc& 


Another guest there was, of sense rehnen, * 

Who felt eac‘l\ worth, for every worth he had; 

Serene yet warn, humane yet firm his mind, 

As little touch’d as any man’s with bad: 

Him through their inmost walks the Muses lad, 

To him the sam'cj love of nature lent, 

And sometimes would he make our valley glad; 
Whenns we found ho would not here be pent, 

To him the better sort this friendly message sent: 

I.XVI. 

“Come, dwell with us! true son of Virtue, cornel 
But if, alas! mo cannot thee persuade 
To lie content beneath our [K^aet^ul dome, 

Ne ever ifiore to quit onr quiet glade. 

Tot wlien at last thy toils hut ill apaid 

Shall dead thy fire, and damp its heavenly spark, 

Thou wilt be glad to seek the niral shade, 

There to indulge the ^Inse, and nature mark: 

We then a lodge for thee will rear in llagley Park.” 
txvir. 

Here whilom ligg’d the I'lsojuis of tillage ;t 
But call’d by Fame, in soul ypricked deep, 

A noble pride restored him to the stage, 

And roused him like a ^ant from his sleep. 

E’en from his slumbers we advantage reap: 

With double force the astonish’d scene he wakes. 

Yet quits not nature’s bounds. He knows to keep 
Each due decorum: now the heart he shakes, 

And now with well-urged sense the enlighten’d judging; 
tskcB. 

* OMv»,lswitt]rtNtQa. , . 



cjkHtuc or ivDOLtacv. 

XTIH. 

A bard bere'drcH, inori* fat tliaii bard beaocms,* 
AVho, void of viivs, guilv, aud lust ol gain, 

On virtue still, and imturv’s idcasing*!hemes, 
Pour’d forth his unpremeditated strain; 

The world forsaking with a ealm disdain, 

Here laugh’d ho caroloss in his easy seat; 

Here qiiulf’d, etieireled with the joyous train, 

Oil moralising sage: his ditty sWeet 
le loathed mueh to write, no e;ired to re;H-at. 

i-xix. 

Full oft by holy feet our ground was trod, 

Of elet^is good pleuty hen' you mole espy', 

A little, round, fat, Vdy mant of Ood, 

Wsts one 1 ehiellf mark’d among the fry: 

He hJd a roguish twinkle in his eye. 

And shone all gli.-'tening with wigodly dew, 

’ If a tight damsel chauneed to trippen by ; 

"Which when obser\ed, lie shrunk iiil(j his mew, 
aid straight would recollect liis piety nin w . 

i.x\. 

Kor be forgot a tribe who minded iionglit 
(Old inmates of the plaeej but state-ullairs : 
They look’d, jierdie, as if tli yMeeply lliougiit; 
And on their brow sat every u.ition’s can-s ; 

ThC world bystheiti is parcell’d out iu shares, 

"W hen in the Hall of Smoke they congress hold. 
And the Itage berry aunbumt Moelia bean 
Baa clew’d their inward eye: then, smoke-eandF 
heir ohu;)a break forth, saysterioae n of oltL ' 



2iO TUX CA8TL1 01 ntDOUflUX. 

, LXXI. 

Here languid Beauty kept her pale-faced court: ' 
Bevies of dain^ dames, of high degree, 

From every quarter hither made resort, 

Where, from gross mortal caro and business free, 
They lay, pour’d out in ease and luxury. 

Or should they a vain show of work assume, 

Alas! and well-a-day ! w'hat can it be ? 

To knot, to twist, to range the vernal bloom : 

But far is east the distaff, spinning-wheel, and loom. 

J.X.VII. 

Their only labour was to kill tho time— 

(And labour dire it is, and weary wot') ; 

They sit^they loll, turn o’er soffie idle rhyme; 

Then, rising sudden, to the glass they go, 

Or saimter forth, with tottering step and slow. 

Tins soon too rude :<ti exercise they find ; 

Straight on tho couch their limbs again they tHi\»Y, 
Where hours on hours they sighing lie recliijed, 

And court the vapoury god, soft breathing in the wind. 

LXXTII. 

One nymph there was, methought, in bloom of May, 
On whom the idle fiend glanced many a look, 

In hopes to lead her down the slippery way. 

To taste of Pleasure’s deep deceitful brook: 

No virtues yet her gentle mind forsook: 

No idle whims, no vapours fill’d her brain; 

But Prudence for her youthful guide she took, 

And Goodness, which no earthly vice could stsi^ . , 
^ bar n^ndi ^ ptoxid, I rar 



OBOianrei; 

■<1 

UXIT. 

Now BH3«f I rjtrlfthe villany wo found, 

Bui fth! too Itto, as aliall eftioona bo shown. 

A plwe hew wa», doop, dreary, undci^ground. 

Whew still oiir inmates, when impleawiig grown, 
Diseased, and loatluwme, privily were thrown: 

Par from the light of heaven, they lauguioh’d thew, 
Unpitied uttering many a bitter groan; 

For of these wretches taken was no care : 
lerce fienda, mid haga of hell, their only nurses were. 

LXXV. 

Alas! the change! from scenes of joy and rest, 

To this^dark den, where nicknesB toss'd alway. 

Hew Lethargy, witl»dcadly sleep op|)rese’d^ 

St^ptch’d on his h(iek, a miglity lubbarti, lay, 

Heavitig his sides, and snored night and day; 

To stir him from his traunee it jras not oath, 

And his half-open’d eyite he shut straightway; 

He led, 1 wot, the softest way to death, 
ind teugHt withouteii pain and strife to yield the breath. 

i.x.xvt. 

3f limbs enormous, but withal unaoiind, 
ioft-*woln and pale, hero lay the Hydropsy: 

Unwieldy man, with belly moistrous round, 

Poe^erer fed with watery supply; 

Fof still be djank, and yet ho still was dry. 

And moping hew did Hypochondris ait, 
hfo^tef of spleen, in robes of various dye, 

WiXiill oft with ugly fltj 

jBtetiu dwa’di tod 






iimi. 

' A lauj i^.dud «he was of ancient Wood, 

Tet oft her fear her pride made crouchen low 
She felt, or faflcied in her fluttering mood. 

All the diseases which the spittles know, 

And sought all physic which the shops bestow, 

And still new leeches and new drugs would try. 
Her humour ever wavering to and fro; 

For sometimes she would laugh, and sometimes cry 
Then sudden waxed wroth, and all she knew not why. 

nxxTin. 

Fast by her side a listless maiden pined, 

With aching head, and squeamish hcart-burpings j 
Pale, bloated, cold, she seem’d -'o hate mankind, 
Yet loved in secret all forbidden things. 

And here the Tertian shakes his chilling wings; 
The sleepless Gout Jjere counts the crowing cocks, 
A wolf now gnaws him, now a serpent stings; 
Whilst Apoplexy cramm’d Intemperance knocks 
Down to the ground at once, as butcher feUetfi ox.' 


four oonoludiiif iUbsm were written by Dr. Anulronf* 




THE CASTLK OF INDOLENCE. 

CANTO U. 


Tbf* KoiffHt of Alt* Bil l biHtiBtTy, 
AnJ hi* »- hit>r^«‘Ht» fiur, 
TbB4, hr ihi* iit«throi*, 

Bccnjr^J, and crwiavd «or«. 


!E*CaPED the caAlc of Uio sire of mn, 

Ahl where shall 1 so sweet a dwelling find? 
Ter all around, without, and all within, 

Keying save what delightful was and kiud, 
;Of^oodn^ ^vouring and a tender mind, 
l&W »oio to view. But now another straiiu 

I'" ■ , 

'iPt,40uiy note, alas I remains behind: 

sure turn'd to pain, 

i.oom|ibina/ 



Tax ouixia taaoxiizrOX; 


n. 

li there no patron to protect the*Mu8e, 

And fence for her Parnassus’ barren soil 
To every labour its reward accrues, 

And they are sure of bread who swink and moil; 
But a fell tribe the Aoniau hive despoil, 

As ruthless wasps oft rob the paiuful bee: 

Thus while the laws not guard that noblest toil, 

Ne for the Muses other meed decree, 

Ti»ey praised are alone, and starve right merrily. 

III. 

I care not. Fortune, what you me deny; 

You cannot rob me of free Nature’s grace ;• 

You cajmot shut the windows^f the sky. 

Through which Aurora shows hef brightening f»ct, 
You cannot bar my constant feet to trace 
The woods and lawtis, by living stream, at eve: 

Let health my nerves and finer fibres brace. 

And I their toys to the great children leav^: 

Of fancy, reason, virtue, nought can me bereave. 

IT. 

tJome then, my Muse, and raise a bolder song j 
Come, lig no more upon the bed of sloth. 

Dragging the lasy h&guid line along,. 

Fond to begin, but still to finish loth, 

Thy half-writ scrolls all eaten by thewnoA: 

Arise, and sing that generous imp of fame 
■ Who', with the sons of SoftneM nobly w^th. 




fwmw ow mwKfvm, ^ - 




T. 

fa Fairy ttfore lived a knight of old, 

Of featuro sljem, Stdvaggio well yolep’d, 

A rough, unpolisU’d man, robust nniFbold, 

But wotidroua poor: he neither sew’d nor reap’d, 
Ke stores in summer for cold winter heap’d ; 

In hunting, all his days away he wore; 

, Now scorch’d by Jtiue, now in Novendier steep'd, 
Now pineh’d by biting Januarj' sore. 

He still in woods pursued tin; libbard and the b(Uir. 


\i. 

As be one morning, long before tbo dawn, 
Prick’d througli tlm fon'st to dislmlgc his pn'v. 
Deep in the wimliiif^ bosom of a lawn, ^ 

A\yth wood wild fringed In* mark'll a taper’s ray, 
That^nim the beating rain, and wintry fray, 

Did to a lonely cot his steps decoy ; 

Tbeic, up to earn the needments of the day, 

He found dame Poverty, nor fair nor cjiy ; 

^er he compress’d, and lill’d her with a lusty boy. 


VII. 


Amid the greenwoou shade this boy was bred, 

And grew at last a kniglit <tf raueliel fame. 

Of active mind and \igorou8 histyhed, 

Tl» Knight of Arts and Industry by name: 

Bfrtb was byi bed, the boughs his roof did fi;^inc} 
knew no beverage but the flowing stream: 
]3il:t»tafdlwell-eam’d food tbo sylvan game, 

with which the woodlands tMrinjT 

. wnnner,. or the wtjatiei^^Isciea^ 



nil. ^ 

So pass’d his youtJily morning, vofl of cai^ 

Wild lu tlif colts that through the commons run» 

For him no tcitricr parents troubled Hero; 
lie of the f'urest seem’d to be the .son, 

And, certcs, had been utterly undone. 

But that Minerva pity of him took, 

Witli all the gods that love the rural wonne, 

That tea<'h to tame the soil and nilo tlie crook; 

Nc did the saered Nino disdain a gmitle look. 

ri:. 

Of fertile genius, him they nurtured well, 

In every seienee, and in esery art. 

By nhielMiiankind the thoughtlies brutes escol, 

That ean or usi', or joy, or grace iijpart, 

Dischwiug all the poners of head and heart; 

Ne were t!io goodly jjxereises spared 

'liiut brace the nerves, or make the limbs alcrt,» 

And tuix elastic force with lirniness liard: 

Was never kniglit on ground mote be with liitn c^ompared^.., 

X. 

Sismetimes, with early morn, lie mounted gay 
The hunter steed, exulting o'er the dale, 

And drew the roseate iireath of orient (Lay; 

Sometimes, retiring to the secret vale, 

Yelad in steel, and bright with buniisli^d nyiii, 

He strain’d the bow, or toss’d the sounding Bp< 

Or, darting on the goal, outstripp’d the gate, ' , 

Or wheel’d the chariot in its mid career, 

)r strenuoM w^ed hard ?ith many a tiwytli; filMfil 





hi juried through N^ture’i »torb, 
Whato’er ahh in the etlicreal round contains, 
Whate’er she hides beneath her vertkint floor, 

IHie vegetabte and the mineral reigns; 

Or else ho scann’d the globe, those small domaina 
Where restless mortals such a hirmoil keep, 

Its seas, its floods, its mountains, and its plains; 

But more he search^ the mind, and roused from sleep 
hose moral seeds wlience we heroic actions reap. 

• XII, 

Nor would ho scorn to stoop from high pursuits 
Of h^venly Truth, and practise what she taught: 
Vain is the tree o^<nowlodge without fruits! 
Sometimes in hapd the spade or plough he caught, 
Forth calling all nith which boon earth is fraught; 
Sometimes he plied the strong^ mechanic tool. 

Or fear’d the fabric from the finest drauglit; 

And oft he put himself to Neptune’s school, 
ightin^ with winds and waves on the vex’d ocean pool. 


iiii. 


To solace then*the8o rougher toils, he tried 
To touch the kindling canvass into life ; 

With nature his creating pencil vied, 

W^h nature joyous at the mindc strife: 

to vch^hapes as graced Pygmalion’s wife 
CBTe hew’d the, marble; or, with varied fire, 
^|^"rotiied t^ trumpet, and the martial fife, 
Itjte sweet tenderness inspire, 



IIT. 

Aceompliih’d thus, h» from the woAd* imq^. 

Pull of i^nt aiims witl bent on bold empriw; 

The work, which lonj; ho in hi-* brcaj't hwi brew'd, 
Now to |)«Tft>nn ho ardent diil doviae; 

To wit, a iHirbafoiw world to ci\ili*t*. 

Earth waa till thou a boundloaa forcat wild ; 
Nought to Ik.' m-oii but savage w'ood and skicB; 

No cities rioiinsh’il arts, no oiiltiin? siniicd, 

No };ovoriiniojit, /lo laws, no gentle manuera milit 

w. 

A rugged wight, llie worst of brutes, was man: 

Ott his own urelehed kuid Iu‘, ruthless, 

The strongest still the weakest <yy'rmn ; 

In every country mighty robbt'rs s\ja) d. 

And guile and niflian hirco were all their trudrf 
Life was not lih’, but jaipine, want, and woe; 

W hich this hrme knight, in noble angi’r, imtdo 
To swear lie would the rascal rout u’erthrow, 

For, by the jHnvers olivine, it shouhl no more be*8oI 

XVI. 

It would etcivd the |>ur|>ort of my 8o*ng 
To say how this best sun, from orient climes. 
Came beaming life aud Jbeuuty all along. 

Before him chasing iudoleiice and crimes. 

Still, n« he [lass’d, the uatious he subliu^s, ^ 

And calls forth arts and virtues with hia nty; 
OCbeQ Greece, and Kome their goldeit tiiow 

ShwccMve, had: but ootr in ruiaa grey 





irn. 

lUi erowthiia toift, Sir Industry then spread 
Olfce swelling einl, and made for Britain’s coast. 

A sylvan life tDl then the natives ledj 

In the brown shades and greenwood forest lost, 

411 careless rambling where it liked them most: 

Their wealth the wild deer bouncing through the glade; 
They lodged at large, and lived at Nature’s cost; 

Save spear and bow, withoiiten other aid; 

Pet not the Eoman steel their naked breast dismay'd. 

vni. 

»*e liked the soil, he liked the clement skies, 

He lik^d the verdant hills and flowery plains: 

“Be this my greatj*my chosen isle,” he cries 
'* jHiis, whilst my^abours Liberty sustains. 

Tins ^ueen of ocean all assault disdains.” 

Nor liked ho loss the genius o^tho land, 

To fteedom apt, and persevering pains. 

Mild to obey, and generous to command, 
jt^amper’df by forming Heaven, with kindest, firmest hand. 


Here, by aegrecs, tns master-work arose, 
^tVhatever arts and industry can frame : 

Wbalever finish’d Agriculture knows, 

queen of arts! from Heaven itself who came, 
^en^ourish’d in unspotted fame; 
with her sweet Innocence we find, 

, teoder Fe^, and joys without a name; 

\ ’ 't ’A : i ' r ’ ’ w w ' ‘ 

«5)ture, tnmquiiliae the 





Then towns he quicken’d by mechlmc ara, 

And bade the fervent city glow with toil; 

Bade social coAmerce raise renowned marts, 

Join land to land, and marry soil to soil; 

Unite the poles, and without bloody spoil 
Bring home of either Ind the gorgeous stores 
Or, should despotic rage the world embroil. 

Bade tyrants tremble on remotest shores. 

While o’er the encircling deep Britannia’s thunder ronisn 

III. 

Tlie drooping Muses then ho westward call’d, 

From the famed city* by Propontis Sea, 

Wkat ti^e the Turk the enfeebkd Grecian tnraii a ■ 
Thence from their cloister’d walk^he set them fr^ 
And brought them to another Casta! ie, 

Where Isis many a %mous nursling breeds; 

Or where old Cam soft-paces o’er the lea 
In pensive mood, and tunes his Doric reeds. 

The whilst his flocks at large the lonely shepherd feqds: 


XXII. 


Yet the fine arts were what he finish’d least. 

For why ? They are the quintessence of all, 

The growth of labouring time, and slow increased i 
Unless, as seldom chances, it should fall 
That mighty patrons the coy sisters ca^ 

Up to the sunshine of uncumber’d ease, . 
AVIiere no rude care the mounting thoagl^ J 
Apd where thiey nothing hqve todo but.tdfiBi^* 





nni. 

now, 4a«! we live too late in time; 

PtiT patroii now even grudge that little claim, 
!&:cept to Such as sleek the 8oothing*rhyme; 

And yet, forsootlf, they wear Maecenas’ name! 

Poor sons 6f puft-up vanity, not Fame. 

Unbroken spirits, cheer! still, still remains 
The eternal patron. Liberty, whose flame. 

While she protects, inspires the noblest strains; 
rhe best and sweetest far are toil-created gains. 

ixrv. 

Wnen as tne Knigtit nad framed, in Britaiu-land, 

A mabchless form of glorious government. 

In which the sovei^gn laws alone commmjd, 

L|W8, stablish’d by the public free consent, 

Whose majesty is to the sceptre lent; 

When this great plan, with ea«h dependant art. 

Waff settled firm, and to his heart’s content. 

Then sought he from the toilsome scene to part, 

Uid let life’s vacant eve breathe quiet through the hear 

XXV. 

For this Le chose a farm in Deva’s vale, 

Where his long alleys peep’d upon the main; 

In this calm seat he drew the healthful gald; 
OommisM the chief, the patriot, and the swain. 

TUb happy njonarch of his sylvan train, 
sided by the guardians of the fold, 

1 rounds, and cheer’d his blest domain: 
days of un8tjun’'d nature, roll’d 





CXTT. 

Witness, ye lowing herds, who leni him'lmiK-s-* 
Witness, ye flocks, whose woolly vestments fet', 
Exceed soft India’s cotton, or her silk— 

Witness, with Autumn charged, tKe nodding ear, 

That homeward came beneath sweet evening’s star. 

Or of September-moons the radiance mild. 

P hide thy head, ahomioable War t 
Of crimes and ruffian idleness the child! 

From Heaven this life yspnmg, from bell thy glories vi^l 

fi 

XXTII. 

Nor from this deep retirement banish’d was 
The amusing cares of rural industry. 

Still, as ^th grateful change thS^seasons pass, 

New scenes arise, new landskipa strike the eye. 

And all the enliven’d country beautify: 

Gay plains extend where marshes slept before j 
O’er recent meads the exulting streamlets fly;' 

Dark frowning heaths grow bright with Cere^’ store,.; 
And woods imbrown the eteep, or wave along the shpi^ 


iivin. 

Ak nearer to his farm you made approach, 

He polish’d Nature with a finer hand: 

Yet on her beauties diirst not Art encroach; 

'Tis Art’s alone these beauties to expand. 

In graceful, dance immingled, o’er the knd,® 
fiOL, Pales, Flora, and Pomona play’d: • 

Even here sometimes the rude wild coxnapft '^S 

’ ■•a.' • • » % . 1 ’ ■ - * r t'***^- 






vigour what can last for aye P 
^At Aoul-e^eebling wizard, Indolence, 

^.whilom sung, wrought in his workh decay: 

^Spread far ^d -^fide was his cursed influence; 

'i)f public virtue much he dull’d the sense, 

3 B’en much of private; eat our spirit out, 

^l^d fed oqr rank lusurious vices: whence 
<1.11)6 land was overlaid with many a lout; 

old Fame reports, wise, generous, bold, and stout. 

X3C. 

^ rage of pleasure madden’d every breast, 

Down to the lowest lees the ferment ran; 

To his licentious tJish each must be bless’d, 

0 

^y’ith joy befevef’d,snatch it as he can. 
fbus Vice the standard rear’d; her arrier-ban 
Corruption call’d, and loud sl^ gave the word. 

Mind, mind yourselves I why should the vulgar man, 
rhe lacquey, be more virtuous than his lord ? 

.^oy tfc span of life! ’tis aU the gods afibrd.” 


JRhe tidings reach'd to where, in quiet hall, 

;The good old Imight enjoy’d weU-eam’d reposo; 
\<^Came, come, sir knight 1 thy children on thee ca^; 
t^me, save us yet, ere ruin round us close! 

lence thy toils o’erthrows.” 
this the noble colour stain’d his, cheeks, 
ij^-^qwing through the whitening 
t hfii eye fall_ speato^ 




mn. 

t will,” lie cried, “ so help me, Groct l destroy -y% 
That villain Archimage.”—His page then strai^l! 

He to him call’d, a fiery-footed boy, 

Benempt Despatch:—“ My steed be at the gate; 

My bard attend; quick, bring the net of fate.” 

This net was twisted by the sisters three, 

Which when once cast o’er harden’d wretch, too laie^; 
Eepentance comes: replevy cannot be 
From the strong iron grasp of vengeful Destiny. 


xxxm. 


He came, the bard, a little Druid wight, 

Of wither’d aspect; but his eye was keen. 

With sw^tness mix’d. In russet brown bedight, 
As is his sister • of the copses greoi. 

He crept along, unpromising of mien. 

. Gross he who judges * 0 . His soul was fair. 
Bright as the children of yon azure sheen! 

True comeliness, which nothing can impair. 
Dwells in the mind: all else is vanity and glare. 


;■ XXXIT. 

‘ C<fine,” quoth the knight, “a voice has reached mine 
The demon Indolence threats overthrow ' ■ 

To all that to mankind'is good and dear: 

Come, Philomelus! let us instant go, 
b’ertum his bowers, and lay his castle low 1 


Those men, those wretched men, who will be stovv! 
Must djink a bitter wrathjful cup of woe ^ i 


there.be, thjr soi^g,«« from th^j 



* > ‘ 1 r\ 

.^tiihg forth, the knight bestrode his -steed, 

Of irdent bay, and on whose front a star 
.‘Sllione blazing bright; sprung from the generous breed 
whirl of active day the rapid car, 
j^;]prantfed^ong, disdaining gate or bar, 

baae^ the bard on milk-white palfrey rode, 
d^^ jflpher beast, that did not mifu^ ' ,, 
liS^, blit full softly trode.:.: , , " 



xxxn . 

'JPhey t^’d of virtue an^ of huina^ BEssi • 

"V/Tiat else.BO fit for man to settle well? 

And still their Tong reseaxches met ih this; 

This truth of truths, which nothing can refel: 

“ Prom virtue’s fount the purest jop outwell, 

Sweet rills of thought, that cheer the conscious 
While vice pours forth the troubled streams of hell c'^ 
The which, howe’er disguised, at last with dole 
Will through the tortured breast their fiery torrent^^^i 

ixxm. 

A,t length it dawn’d, that fatal valley gay, 

O’er which high wood-crown’d hills their sumnpts 
On the cool height awhile our paimers stay, 

And spite even of themselves theitj,senses cheer; 

Then to the wizard’s wonne their steps they s^elr," 
Like a green isle, it l^soad bbneath them spread, • 

With gardens round, and wandering currents clflla. 
And tufted groves to shade the paeadow-bed, 
weet airs and song; and without hurry all see&’d 


x]p:Tni. 

shall judge me, knight, we must forgive, 
(^e half-enraptured Philomelus cried) 

The frail good man deluded here to live. 

And, in these groves his musing fancy hid( 

Ah, nought is pure 1 It cannot be denied 
?Ihat virtue still some tincture has of vice, 

^ of virtue. Wha*, 




tmi. 


- <{a'ol!h ihe knight, “ all flesli is'frail, 
sin and joyous dalliance bent; 

*^fit,iet brutish Vice of this aTtdf, 

^Aad thin^ to ’sod^ deserved punishment, 
justice wj^re cruel, weakly tp relent; 

Meircy’s self she got her sacred glaive: 
^■^frace be to those who can, and will, repent; 

^ut penance, long and dreary, to the slave, 

^ intist in floods of fire bis gross foul spirit lave.” 


ix. 


Thus, holding high discourse, they came to where 
The c\n:sed carle was at his wonted trade, 

^tilh tempting heediess men into his snare, 
til witching wise, as I before have said: 
l^t ^hen he saw, in gobdly gear array'd, 

Ebe grave majestic knight appjroaching nigh, 
by his side the bard so sage and staid, 

Hifl countenance fell; yet oft his anxious eye 

fwk’d ftiem, like wily fox who roosted cock doth spy 

’■ 

XLI. 


f^thless, with deign’d respect, he bade give back 
^ tabble rout, and welcomed them full kind; 
gliimck with the noble twainy.they were not slack 
1 ^ orders to obey, and fall behind. 

resumed his song; and imconfined 
Ids music, ran through all his stringax 
tdieir eyne he tries to hlmd, : 
jura p’er 
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.. .V . , 

tiSate in thought, he counted UUVUJ UUI 
: They listen’d so intent with fix’d delight: 

■ But they insteSd, as if transmew’d to stohe, 

MarveU’d he could with such sweei art unite 
The lights and shades of manners, wrong and rignt. 
Meantime the silly crowd the charm devour, 

"Wide pressing to the gate. Swift on thetoight 
He darted fierce, to dr^g him to his bower, [ppwe|^ 
^SVTio back’ning shunn’d his touch, for well he knew 


XTJII. 

As in throng’d amphitheatre of old 
The wary Eetiarius * ^rapp’d his foe. 

E’en so the knight, returning omdiim bold, 

At once involved him in the net of!, woe 
Whereof I mention made, not long ago. • 
Enraged at first, he sgom’d so weak a jail. 

And leap’d, and flew, and flounced to and fro; « 
But,, when he found that nothing could avail. 

He sat him felly down, and gnaw’d his bitter n^. 


ILIT. 


Alarm’d, the inferior demons of the place 
Saised rueful shrieks and hideous yells around; 
Black ruptured clouds*deform’d the welkin’s fee,, 
And from beneath was heard a wailing sound, 


As of infernal sprites in cavern bound 
A solemn sadness every creature strook,, 
And. l^htnings-flash’d, and horror rock’ 





wm. 


aiiorS-lived tempest was yspent, 
ffom the jaws of vex’d Averqus’ hole, 
hushfJi the hubbub of the rabbllment, 

L"- •. 

^ Induflity the^rst calm moment stole: 
f*. There mpst,” he cried, “ amidst so vast a shoal, 

3 ^ some lifrho are not tainted at the heart, 

Not poison’d quite by the same villain’s bowl: 
(6o(ne then, my bard, thy heavenly fire impart; 
tl0i^ soul w/ith soul, till forth the latent spirit start.’ 


'Ihe bard Obey’d; and taking from his side, 

'Where it in seemly sort depending hung, 

Sm. British harp, i*8 speaking strings he ^ied, 

T^e ^hich with fjJjilful touch he deftly strung, 
tinkling in clear symphony they rung. 

'J^ben, as he'felt the Muses come along, 

Light o’er the'chords his raptured hand he flung, 

.^^ And play’d a prelude to his rising song; [thro 
ptiewhilst, like midnight mute, ten thousands round hkn 


Thus, M-dent, bur^ his strain:—“ Te hapless racft. 
Dire labouring here to smother Season’s ray, 
ilat lights our Maker’s image in our face, 

^4-gives us wide o’er earth unquestion’d sway, 
^hlf^U th^ adored Supreme Perfection, say F— 
eternal never-resting soul, 
wer, and all-directing (%, 

stire^ the pl%ete roll; 



auutnii 

fJoBje, to the beaniiDg Gtod your hearl» 

Ihrawu firom ifa; focmtain>life! ’Tis thence, 

We can excel. Up from imfeelipg moulS, 

To seraphe burning round the AlcSighty’a throne,?^ 
Life rising still on life, in higher tone, 

Perfection forms, and with perfection bliss. 

In universal nature this clear shown, 

Not needeth proof: to prove it were, I wis, 

Po prove the beauteous world excels the brute ftbj^ 

" inrx. 

Is not the field, with lively culture green, 

A sight more joyous than the dead morass P c 
Do not t^e skies, with active ether clean, ' 

And fann’d by sprightly zephyrs, far surpass ^ 

The foul November fogs, and slumb’rous mass 
With which sad Nature veils her drooping face t 
Does not the mountain stream, as clear as glasff, 

" (Jay-dancing on, the putrid pool disgrace ? 

The same in all holds true, but chief in human race. 


If was not by vile loitering in ease 
Tfhat Greece obtain’d the brighter palm of art i 
ISiat soft yet ardent Athens learn’d to please,.- 
To keen the wit, and to sublime the heart, 

In, all Supreme I complete in every par^.I 
It was not thence majestic Eome arose, . ( 
shook her congde^i 





mortals minded nought 
«»p^^jboaf joy their time to wear away; 
j^^^hey, ^ ne, the lap of DalliancI sought, 
il^leiwd on |ier pfllow their dull heads to lay, 
l^qide nature’s state had been our state to-day; 

§9. caties e%r their towery fronts had raised, 

ISte Arts had made us opulent and gay; 

?^th brother-brutes the human race had grazed; 

^ e’er had soar’d to fame, none honour’d been, none 
' *,pi^ieed. 

" Ln. 

(Jreat Homer’s song had never fired the breast 
To th3«t of glory, and heroic deeds; 

Sweet Maro’s MuS^, 8uuk_ in inglorious rest, 
gilent slept Amid the Mincian reeds; 
wits of modem time had told their beads, 

4 iid monkish legends been thBir only strains; 

Our Milton! s' Eden had lain wrapt in weeds, [swains. 
Our ^akspeare stroll’d and laugh’d with Warwick 
e,had my master Spenser charm’d his Mulia’s plains.', 

• iiii. 

©Uinib too had been the sage historic Muse, 
perish’d all the sons of ancient Fame; 

(Ae starry lights of virtue,»that diffuse 

the dark depth of time their vivid flame, 
lost with such as have no name, 
scorn’d his ease for others! good ! 
toil’d rapacious men to tapie?,, 
deypted st{^.';> 


J': 


_ 



trv. 

^Birt, filiould to f^e your hearts imfeSBiftig.’be/'* 

If right I read, you pleasure all require; 

Then hear how^est may be obtain’d this fee, 

How best enjoy’d this nature’s wifiq desire. 

Toil, and be glad! let Industry inspire 
Into your quicken’d limbs her buoyant breath! 

Who does not act is dead; absorpt entire 
In miry sloth, no pride, no joy he hath : 

,0 leaden-hearted meny to be in love with death! 

LT. 

‘ Better the toiling swain, oh happier far! 

Perhaps the happiest of the sons of men! 

Who vig(g'ous plies the plough, the team, the caj 
Who houghs Ihe field, or ditches ip the glen. 

Delves in his garden, or secures his pen: 

The tooth of Avarice ^iaons pot his peace; 

He tosses not in Sloth’s abhorred den, 

' Prom Vanity he has a full release, 

A^d rich in Nature’s wealth, be thinks ndt of increase^ 

ITI. 

** Qtod Lord! how keen are his sensations'all! 

■ ffis bread is sweeter than the glutton’s cates; 

The wines of France upon the palate pall. 

Compared with what his simple soul elates; 

The native cup, whose flavour thirst cr^teife 
- At one deep drau^t of sleep he takes tjie^nq^^ 
‘Ahd fot )^at ]heaftfeltI|oy,which npthi^ 





^fidfl^TOil tfie largest gifts of HeaT^ , 
aiP^'Mfe^eiung health and spirits go amiss { 
tasteiess then whatever can heaven I 
5 ^ith is ihe vital principle of bliss, 

^AcQ^hxercW, ofheolth. In proof of this, 

BfcEoid th^ wretch who slugs his life away, 

Shbii swaUhw’d in Disease’s sad abyss; 

< 5 -^l^Tjile he whom toil has braced, or manly play, 

light 88 air each limb, each thought as clear os oay. 


U.who can speak the vigorous joys of health! 
.'tlnclogg’d the body, unobscured the mind: 

$he ifioming rises gay, with pleasing stealth; 
l^e temperate ev^ing Mis serene ai^^ kmd. 

l»{Jwth the vriaer brutes true gladnesk find: 

^ how the younglings frisk along the meads, 

'Ab May comes on, and wakes*the balmy wind! 
Bampant with life, their joy all joy exceeds: 

wh^t but hish-strung health this dancing pleasaunch 

'■ breeds P 


f]^-here, inst&d, is foster’d every ill 

or distemper’d minds or bodies know. 
■;.tlonie then, my kindred spiijts !■ do not spill 
talents Here. This place is but a show, 
^i^^bifl^cb.anns delude you to the den of woe j 
ofloy me, I will direct you right, 

roses, void of serjwts, growj;. 
98,sweets come, foUow thifl,gcK>d. 4 nigbti^ 







Some he will lead to courts, and so&e to cSingiifi 
To senates some, and public sage debates, 

Where, by the solemn gleam of midnight?lampo; 
The world is poised, and managed mighty states; 
To high discovery some, that new creates 
The face of earth; some to the thriving mart; 

Some to the rural reign, and softer fates; 

To the sweet Muses some, who raise the heart: 

AH glory shall bp yours, all nature, and all artf 

LXI. 

“ There are, I see, who listen to my lay. 

Who wretched sigh for virtue, but despair: 

‘ All may be done,’ methinks I h^r them say, 

‘ E’en deafh despised by generous ^tions fair; 

All, but for those who to these bowers repair. 

Their every power dis^lved in luxury. 

To quit of torpid sluggishness the lair. 

And from the powerful arms of Sloth get free, 

’Tifl rifling from the dead—alas!—it cannot be!’' 

IXII. 

' Wauld you then learn to disBipate the band 
Of these huge threatening difficulties dire. 

That in the weak man’s.way like lions stand. 

His soul appal, and damp his rising fire ? 

Eesplve! resolve! and to be men aspire! 

Exert that noblest privilege, alone, 

‘ Here to mankind indulged; control desire. 

Let godlike Season, from her sovereign thron-, 

^jijie^ th^e commapding word, ‘ I will 1\ and it.if cfettS. 



or Etbotmrda* 


^flk’ 


irni* 

11 can you then thus waste, in shameful wise, ■ 
i few important days of trial here P 
i.of eternity! ybom to rise 
“^fi^ugh endless states of being, still more near 
'To b^ approaching, and perfection clear; 

jou renounce a fortune so sublime, 

Such'glorious hopes, your backward steps to steer, 
'And k>ll, with vilest brutes, through mud and slime ? 
Tw no! your heaven-touch’d hearts disdain the piteouS 
Crime!” 


IXIT. 

Enough! enough!” they cried: straight, from the crowd. 
The better sort on wings of transport fly, 

A? when, amid thejftfeless summits proud * 

Of^fine cliffs, v4iere to the gelid sky 
Snows piled on snows in wintery torpor lie. 

The rays divine of vernal PhosBus play; 

The awaken’d heaps, in streamlets from on high, 
Eloused^nto action, lively leap away, 

Glad warbling through the vales, in their new being gay. 

Lrv. 


■Not less the life, the vivid joy serene, 
iThat lighted up these new-created men, 

Th^ that which wings the eiiiltiug spirit clean, 
"V^Cn, just deliver’d from this fleshly den, 
tl>.^oaripg seaks its native skies agen. 

How light its essence! how unclogg’d its poweiji! 
^yond the blazon of my mortal pen : 

glad forsook these su^ bowers, 
enei*firT: was buis 



'thi; cAWti! 

xiti. 

Bat far the greater part, with rage ulflamed, ; ^ 
i)ire-mutter’d curses, and blasphemed hi^h j6Te|;5 
“ Te sons of hate!” they bitterly exclaim’d, ■' 

“ What brought you to this seat 6f peace and lovpl 
While with kind Nature, here amid the grove, 

We pass’d the harmless sabbath of our time, 

Wliat to disturb it could, fell men, emove 
Tour barbarous hearts ? Is happiness a crime ? 

Then do the fiends of hell rule in yon heaven subWd.’ 

LiTir. 

“ Ye impious wretches,” quoth the knight in wrath, 

“ Your happiness behold!”—Then straight aowand 
He wave^, an anti-magic power ^at hath, 

IVuth from illusive falsehood to command. 

Sudden the landskip sinks on every hand; 

The pure quick streams are marshy puddles found; 

On baleful heaths the groves aU blacken’d stanfi, 

And o’er the weedy, foul, abhorred, ground, ^ 

Snakes, adders, toads, each loathly creature crawls arounlfcr ^,, 

LIVIII. 

And here and there, on trees by lightning scath’dj 
TJnhappy wights who loathed life yhung; 

Or, in fresh gore and fecent murder bathed, 
They.weltering lay; or else, infuriate flung 
Intn the gloomy flood, while ravens sm^ e 
' The funeral dirge, they down the torrent rowkd i-.f- 
Theee, by distemper’d blood to madness stungj 
Had doom’d themselves; whence oft, wheri ’ 1 pd|^^^^ 
■^q|ld, wstoming hither^ tlmm sad 



.QiiBflil 01 DFDOXiBlrOJB. *201? 


iU. 

a iuuvuig n^;i:7ii.6 WES opon lEid* 

I/^uir-houae I whilom in my lay 
3)^])iidten*have, its hoirora deep dismayed, 

And gfve unnunAer’d wretches to the day, 

"Who I^Bsing there in squalid misery lay. 

{loon afc of sacred light the unwonted smile 
Pour’d on these living catacombs its ray, 

Through the drear caverns stretching many a mile, 
rh.e aick upraised their heads, and droppM their woes awhile. 


ixi. 


O Heaven!” they cried, “ and do we once more see 
Ton tressed sun, and this green earth so fair ? 

Are we from noisyie damps of pesthouse^free ? 
Ajd^nk our sqpls the sweet ethereal air ? 

0 thou! or knight, or god! who boldest there 
That fiend, oh keep him in eternal chains ! 

Bu» what for us, the children of Despair, 

'Htbught to thejsrink of hell, what hope remains? 
Tfepentance does itself but aggravate our pains.” 


LIII. 


He gentle knight, who saw their rueful case. 
Let fall adown his silver beard some tears. 

“ Certes,” quoth he, “ it is not e’en in grace 
^0 undo the past, and eke your broken years: 
H^thlew, tq nobler worlds Eepentance rears, 
humjble hope, her eye; to her is given 
A trowur tlA truly contrite heart that cheers, 
iSfce. ^^llfl thu brand by which the rocks are b 
i4 m^Jt^ 'Pier^ softens, she rejoices Hejf’ 
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“ TJhen patient bear the sufferings yon ha^ earn:®'' 

And by these suffering purify the mind; 

Let wisdom b#by pAst misconduct leard’d, 

Or pious'die, with penitence resid’d; 

And to a life more happy and refined, 
jDoubt not, you shall, new creatures, yet arise. 

Till then, you may expect in me to find 
One who will wipe your sorrow from your eyes. 

One who will soothe your pangs, and wing you to tfit? 
skies,” 

LXIIII. 

Tliey silent heard, and pour’d their thanks in tears 
“For you,” resumed the knight, with 8temei“tone, . 

“ Whose bard dry hearts the ob(Sbrate demon seaM^ 
That villain’s gifts cost you nmny a groap# > ■ 

In dolorous mansion long you must bemoan 
His fatal charms, and*weep your stains away; 

Till, soft and pure as infant goodness grown. 

You feel a perfect change; then, wko can saj 
What grace may yet shine forth in heaven’s eternal day f' 

Lxirv. 

jrtiis said, his powerful wand he waved anew: 

Instant, a glorious angel-train descends, 

The charities, to wit, of rosy hue; 

Sweet love their looks a gentle radiance len^ , 

And with seraphic flame compassion blei^dsA ’ 'j 
At once, delighted, to their charge they fly : 

When to I a goodly hospital ascends, '' ^ 

■i'',' iti which th^ bade each iumair aid b(9.i]djg|^^ 



IXX?. 


It was a worthy edifying sight, 

And gives to human kind peculiar grace, 

To,lee kind hands attendutg day and night, 

’With tender ministry, from place to place. 

Sopwip^lP > some from the pallid face 

Wipe bj^ the faint cold dews weak Nature iheds: 
8oj¥jb the healing-draught; the whilst^ to hh^ 

, Tlta'fttar,iupi?eme, around their soften’d beds, - , 
prayer, all-epening 3^eaven,d!f'^' 
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IIITI. 

Ai^ded by a glad accla^ng traiu, 

Of thoee he rescued had from gaping hell/ 

Then turn’d the<fcaight; and, to hii! hall again 
Soft-pacing, sought of peace the mowy cell; 

Yet down his cheeks the gems of pity fell,- 
To sef> the helpless wretches that remain’d. 

There left through delves and deserts dire to yell; 
Amazed, their looks with pale dismay were stain’d 
And, spreading wide their-hands, they meek repent^oe 
feign’d. 

LXXVII. 

But ah! their scorned day of grace was past: 

For (horrible to tell!) a desert wild 

Before them stretch’d, bare, comfa;;TlJe88, and vast, 

With gibbets, bones, and carcases d^ed. 

There nor trim field nor lively culture smiled; 

Nor waving shade was seen, nor fguntain foir; 

But sands abrupt on Sands lay loosely piled, 

Through which they floundering tod’d jvith painful card, 
Whdst Phoebus smote them sore, and fired the clou^Oss air.i 

iunri. 

Jbeti, varying to a joyless land of bogs, 

The sadden’d country a gray waste appear’ 

Where nought but putrid streams and nois 
For ever hung on drizzly Auster’s beard 
Or else^the ground, by piercing Canrus s,^, 

Was jagg’d with frost, or heap’d with glaz^ snc^^ .'' 
Through these extremes a ceaseless-round they 
; \ flen^ stai hurried to Mid ' 

(^unV Beggaiy and ScOBUr ’*dttmaiiy beli-h<)^ 
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> first was with base dunghiU ragi ydad, 
itoting the gale, m wWch they flutter’d light; 

f morbid hue bis features, sunk and'sad • 

iB holbweyn^shook forth a sickly light’ 

^d o’er his lank jawbone, in piteous phght, 
^.blwk rough beard was matted rank and vile : 

^ sight! 

-^mtime foul scurf and blotches him defile; 

^'dogs, where’er he went, still barked aU the whUe. 
nixi. 

The other was a feU despightful fiend; 

HellJiolds none worse in baleful bowJr below • 
y^de, and wi*-; and rage, and rancour,keen’d; 

^f tyan, alike if.,good or bad, the foe: 

ith nose upturn’d, he always made a show 
^if he smelt some nauseouj scent; his eye 
^ »id «d like bl«t fc,, b„«., 

^ nd taunts he^casten forth most bitterly 
ekich were the twain that ofi- drove this ungodly fry. 

iini. 

■ffen » t^bgh Brentford towb, a to„ of 

;A lord of bniUy jwine ij prick’d alone-- 

^ teaomhat never chew the cud 

plunge then,»l,A the mi™ .„.g, 

drirer goads them on, “ 
liiBtflLte oftbarkiniy dnmj x1_ . 


their unmelodjoua mc^^' 

from their 
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Seven, and other German Stories. 
Collected by Luowio Bechstkin. 
With Additional Tales by the Brothers 
Griuu, and loo Illusts. by Richter. 
Small 4to, green and gold, 68. 6d.: 
gilt edges. It, 6d, 


Beerbohm. — Wanddrings In 
Patagonia; or, Life among the Ostrich 
Hunters. Byjotiot Ber*bohii. With 
lilusts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ga. 6d. 

Belgr^la 0 fot’ 1886. One 
Shilling Montht^. lllustrat^A by P. 
MACHAB.~The brst Chapters of Mo¬ 
hawks, a New Novel oby M. c»E. 
Braddon, Author of “ Lfody Audley’f^f^ 
Secret,” appeared in the J-'swaAy 
Number, and the Story wlirbe con¬ 
tinued throughout the year. This 
Number contained also tho Opening 
Chapters of a New Novel entitleci 
That other Person; and several of 
those short stones for which BgU 
gravta is famous. 

*** Now ready, the Volume for March 
to June 1886, cloth extra, gilt edges, 
78. 6d., Case s for binding Vols., 2s. each. 

Belgravia Annual for Christ¬ 
mas, 1886. Damy 8vo, with Illustra- 
tions, _ [Preparing. 

Behnetr(W.(A.,LLD4iwyrk8 by: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. cf,ih. 

A Ballad History of England 

Songs for Sailors. _ 

Besant" (Walter)~aFcr^Jamea 

Rice, Novels by. Crown 8vo. cloth 
extra, 38. 6d. each; post 8vo, illust, 
b4':ds, 23. each; cloth limp, 2s.6d. 
eaC*.. 

Readj Money Mortlliy.' 

With Harp and Crown. 

This Son of Vulcan. 

My Little Girl. 

The Case of Mr. Luoraft 
The Golden Butterfly. 

By Celia's Arbour 
The Monks of Thelema. 

Twas I*? Trafalgar’s Bay. 

The Seamy Side. 0 
The Ten Years’ Tenant. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet 

Besant (Walter), NovelJ by: 
Crowmivo, cloth extra, 3s ed.ceach 
post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. each; 
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

All Sorts and Conditions of Men: 
An Impossible Story. With Illustra- > 
tions by Fred. Barnard. 

The Captains' Room, to. With 
Frontispiece by E. J. Wheeler. 

All In a Garden Fair. With 6 Illusis. 

By II. PuRNiss. h 

Dorothy Forster. With Frontispieca 
By Charles Green. 

Uncle Jack, and other Storiev ' 

Chlldran of Qllfion: A Novel. Thfhe 
Vols., crown 8vo. [Shortly 

The Art of Fiction. DemySvo, !*. 
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Betham-Edwapda (M.), Novels 

by. Crown 8 vo, cloi extra, 3s. 6 d. 
each, i post Sro, lUost bfis., 2 g. each. 


Fellola. 

-•— 




Bewick (Th 08 .)and his Pupils. 
I ByAusfiN Dobso«. With 95 Illustra¬ 
tions. Square Svo, cloth extra, lOe. 6 d, 


Birthday Books:— 


The Starry Heaven*: ft Poetical 
BathdaT Book. Square Svo, hand¬ 
somely bound in cloth, SU. 6 d. 

Birthday Flower*: Their Language 
and Legends. By W. J. Gordon. 
Beautifully Illustrated in Colonrs by 
Viola Bougrtoh, In illuminated 
cover, crown 4 to, ta. 


The Lowell Birthday Book. With 
Illnsts. Small Svo, cloth extra, 4s. 6 d. 


Blackburn's (Henry) Art Hand¬ 
book*. Demy 84b, Illustrated, nni- 
fi^n In site for binding. 

Academy Note*, separate years, from 
1876 to 1885, each 1 *. 

Academy Note*, 1886. With no- 
merons Illflstrations. Is. 

Academy Note*, 1876-70. Complete 
in One Vol.jmth nearly 6 o».lu 3 ts. in 
Facsimile. Demy Svo, cion limp, 6 s. 
Acadeifty ftbtes, 1880-84. SCompleto 
n One Volume, with about 700 Fac¬ 
simile Illustrations. Cloth limp, 6 *. 
Qrosvenor Note*, 1877. 6 d. 
Orosvenor Notes, separate years, from 
J878 tin 886 , each Is. 

Qrosvenor Note*, 1888. With nu¬ 
merous Illustrations, y. 
(Jrosvenor Slote*, 1877-82. With 
upwards of 300 Illustrations. Demy 
Svo, cloth limp, 6 s. 

Plotdre* at South Kensington. With 
• 30 Illusts. Is. [New preparing. 
The English Pictures at the National 
dallery. 114 Illustrations. Is.- 
The Old Masters at the National 
Gallery. laS IllustraUons. Is. 6 d. 
A Complete Illustrated Catalogue 
to the National Gallery. With 
Notes by H. Blackburn, and 14a 
Illust*. Demy Svo, cloth limp, 3s. 


Illustrated Cataloilie of the Luxom- 
. bourg Gallery. Containing about 
ajo Reproductions after the Original 
Drawings of the Artists. Edited by 
F. G. Duuas. l|emy Svo, Ss. 8 d. 
The Pari* Salon, 1885. With about 
300 Facsimile Sketches. Edited by 
F. G. Dumas. Demy Svo, Ss. 


-•- 

Art Handbooks, conhnueil — 

The Pari* Salon, 1886. With about 300 
Illusts. Edited by F, G. Duma#’ 
Demy Svo, 3s. 

The Art Annual, 1883-4. Edited by 
F. G. Dumas. With 300 full-page 
Illustrations. Demy Svo, Ss. * 

Blake (William): Etchings from 
his Work% By W. B. Scott. With 
descriptive Text. Folio, half-bound 
boards, India Proofs, 21s. _ 

Boccaccio's Decameron j or. 

Ten Days’ Entertainment. Translated 
into English, with an Introduction by 
Thomas Wright, F.S.A. With Portrait 
and Stothard's beautiful Copper- 
plates. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, gilt, 7l 6 d . 

Bower8'(Q.) Hunting Sketches: 

Oblong 4 to, half-bound boards, ZlS.each. 
Cantor* In Cramp*hlre. 

Leaves from a Hunting Journal. 
Coloured in facsimile of the originals. 

Boyle (Frederick),Works by: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, Ss.Sd. each; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 2a. each. 
Camp Note®: Stories of Sport and 
Adventure in Asia, Africa, and 
America. 

Savage Life; Adventures of a Globe- 
Trotter. 

Chronicle® of NO'Man’s Land. 
Post Svo, illust. boards, 2®. 

Braddon (Ml E,)—Mohawks, 
a Novel, by Miss Braddon, Author 
tg “Lady Audley’s Secret,” was begun 
In Bklgravia for January, and will be 
continued throughout the year. Illus¬ 
trated by P. Macnab. Is. MOTthly. 

Brand's Observations bnl’op- 
ular Antiqultle*, chiefly Illustrating 
the Origin of our Vulg^ Customs, 
Ceremonies, and SupersUtions, With 
the Additions of Sir Henry Ellis. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gllL with 
nnmerons Illustration s, 78. tj. 

Bret Harte, Works by: 

Brot Hnrte’s Collected Work*. Ar¬ 
range and Revised by the Author. 
Complete in Five Vols., crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 6 *. each. 

Vol. 1. Complete Poetical and 
Dramatic Works. With Steel Por¬ 
trait, and Introduction by Author. 
Vol. 11. Earlier Papers—Luck op 
Roaring CAMp^jmd other Sketches 
—Bohemian Papers — Spanish 
AND American Legends. 

Vol. III. Tales of the Argonauts 
—Eastern Sebtches. 

Vol. IV. Gabriel Conroy. 

Vol. V. Stokim — CoNOtNUD 
Novels, &o. 
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Bket HartE, continuii — 

The Select Wopkc of Bret Horte, in 
Pro»e end Poetry. With Introdoc- 
tory Essay by J. M. Bellew, Portrait 
of the Author, and 50 Illustrationa. 
Crown 8 vo, cloth exfra, Vi. 6 d. 

BMt Harte’e Complete Poetical 
Works. Author’s Copyright Edition, 
Beautifulla printed on nand-mada 
paper and bound in bucbram. Cr. 
ovo, 4l. 6 d. 

Gabriel Conroy: A Novel, Post Svo, 
illnatrated boards, Si. 

An Helrees of Red Dog, and other 
Stories, Poet Svo, illustrated boards, 

2t. 

The Twine ofTable Mountain. Fcap. 
Svo, picture cover, ll. 

Luck of Roaring Camp, and other 
Sketches. PostSTO.liluit. bds., Si. 

Jeff Brigge'e Love Story. Fcap. Svo, 
picture cover. Is. 

Flip. Post Svo, illustrated boards. Si,; 
cloth limp, tM. 6 d. 

Californian Stories (including The 
Twins or Table Mountain, 
Brioos’s Love Stoev, Ac.) Post 
Svo, illuatrated boards, Zs. 

MaruJa; A Novel. Post Svo, illust. 
boards, ts.; cloth limp, 28 . 61 L 

The Queen of the Pirate Isle. With 
« original Drawings by Kate 
Greenaway, Reproduced in Colours 
by EnuuND Ev*ns. Small sto, 
boards, ts. _ [Skorily. 

Brewer (Rev. Dr.), Works by; 

The Reader’s Handbookof Allusions, 
References, Plots^ and Stories. 
Fifth Edition, revised throughoLL 
with a New Appendix, containing a 
Complete English Bibliooraphy. 
Cr. Svo, 1,800 pp., cloth extra, 7a Sd. 

Authors and their Works, with the 
Dates! Being the Appendices to 
"The Reader’s Handbook,’’ separ¬ 
ately printed. Cr. Svo, cloth limp, Vs, 

A Dictionary of MIraoles: Imitative, 
Realistic, and Dogmatic. Crown Svo, 
cloth ^xtra. Vs. Sd. ; half-bound, 9t. 


Brew8ter(SlrDavid),Works by: 

More Worlds than One: The Creed 
of the Philosopher and the Hope of 
the Christian. With Plates. Poef 
Svo, cloth extra is. 6 d. 

The Martyrs of Science: Lives of 
Gaule.o, Tycho Brahe, and Kep¬ 
ler. With Portraits. Post Svo, cloth 
extra, is. 6d. 

Letters on Natural Magic. A New 
Editiom with numerous lllastratlons, 
and Chapters on the Being and 
Faculties of Man, and Additional 
Phenomena of Natural Magic, by 
J. A. Smith. Post 8T0,cl.ex.,is. 6 d. 


Briggs, Memoir of Qen. John. 

By Major Evans Bell. With a Por¬ 
trait. Royal Svo, cloth extra, Vs. 6d. 

Brillat-^var’ln.—Gastronomy 
as a Fine Art E/ Brillat-SA/aiun. 
Translated by R. E. Ancerson, M.A- 
Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. ^ _,, 

Buchanan’s (Robert) Works: 

Crown Svo, ciolh extra, 6s. eacn. 
Ballads .of Life, Love, and Humour. 

Frontispiece by Arthur Hughes. 
Undertones. 

London Poems. 

The Book of Orm. 

White Rose and Red: ALoveSlorr, 
Idylls and Legends of Inverburn." 
Selected Poema of Robert Buchanan. 

With a Frontispiece by T. Dalzieu 
The Hebrid Islet: Wanderings In tbs 
Land of Lome and the Onter He¬ 
brides. With Frontispiece by Wil¬ 
liam Small. 

A Poet’s Sketch-Book: Selections 
from the Prose Writings of Robert 
Buchanan. 

The Earthquake; or, Six Days and 
a Sabbath. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Robert Buohanan'sCofnpIste Poeti¬ 
cal Works. With Steel-plate Por¬ 
trait. Crown Svo, cloth extra. Vs.,64. 

Crown'll', 0 , cloth extra, 3s. 84. esch; 

post 9jp, illust boards -Zs. each. 
The Shadow of the Sword, 

A Child of Nature. With a Frontis¬ 
piece. 

God and the Man. With Illustrations 
by Fred. Barnard. 

The Martyrdom of Madeline. W'th 
Frontispiece by A. W. (^per. 

Love Me for Ever. With a Frontis¬ 
piece by p. Macnab. vj 
A nnan Water 
The New Abelard. 

Foxglove Manor. 

Matt; A Story of a Caravan. 

Tho Maator of the Mina. With a 
Frontispiece by W. H. Overend. 
Cro w n Svo. cloth e xtra, Ss. 64. 

Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress. 

Edited by Rev. T. Scott. With 17 
Steel Plates by Stothard q^grav^ 
by Goodall, and numerous Woodcuts. 
Chown Svo, cloth extra, gill, 7s. 6 d. 

Burnett (Mrs,!, N.jvel8''by''r' 
Surly Tim, and other Stories. Post 
Svo, illusUated boards, ^ 


Fcap. Svo, picture cover, Is, each. 
Kathleen Mavounnesn, 
Lindsay’s Luck. 

Pretty Polly Pembertoa 




CHATTO » WINDUS, PIC(^DILLY. 


5 


burton (Captain),Works by: 

To the Gold Coa»t foi* Gold: A Per¬ 
sonal Narrative. By Richard F. Bur¬ 
ton and Vernby Lo^tt Cameron. 
Wi||. Maps and fconuspl^o. Two 
Vols., crown 8 vo,oloth eitra, 219. 
The Book of the Sword: Being a 
• Historfjjf the Sword and its Use in 
all Countries, fr<^ the Earliest 
iMes. By Richard F. Burton. 
With over 400 Illustrations. Square 
8 vo, cloth extra. 328. _«_ 

Burton (Robert): 

The Anatomy of Melancholy. A 
New Edition, complete, corrected 
,and enriched oy Translations of the 
Classical Extraota, Demy 8 vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6 d. 

Melancholy Anatomised: Being an 
Abridgment, for popular use, of Bur¬ 
ton’s Anatomy of Melancholy. 
Post 8 vo, clot h limp , 28. Wj_ 

Byron (Lord) : , 

Bypik'B Chllde Harold. An entirely 
New Edition of this famous Poem, 
with over One Hundred new Illusts 
by leading Artists. (Uniform with 
the Illustrated Editions of ‘‘The 
Lady oftheT-ake " and “Marmion.") 
Elegantly and appropriately bound, 
small 4 to, IGs. jf' 

Byron’s Letters and Joupnps. With 
Notice o4 his Life. By.THOMAs 
Moore, a Reprint of th" Original 
Edition, newly revised, with Twelve 
full-page Plates. Crown 8 vo, cloth 
extra, gilt, 78. 6 d. 

Byis^n’s Don Juan. Complete in One 
ypl , po^t Svo, clo th li mp, 2 g. _ 

Caine. —The Shadow of a 
Csime: A I^veL By HUll Caine. 
Cr. 8 vo, cloth'extra, 38. 6 d.; post 8 vo, 
illustrated boards, 28 . 

Cameron (Comdr.),Works by: 
T^the Gold Coast fow Gold: A 
Personal Narrative, By Richard 
F. Burton and Vernry Lovett 
Cameron. With Frontispiece and 
Maps. Two VOI 0 ., crown 8 vo, cloth 
extra, 2 l 8 . 

^The Cruise of the “Black Prince” 
Prlva^lieep, Commanded by Robert 
Hawkins, Master Mariner. By 
Commander V. Lovett Cameron, 
, C.B., ILC.L. With Frontis¬ 
piece and Vifrett#by P. Macnab, 
Crown 8 vo, cl. ex., Ss. 1 5 . 

O&meron (Mrs. H. Lovett), 

^ Hovels by: ^ 

Crown 8 vo. cloth eilra, 3s. 6 d. each 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Juliet’s Guardian. | Oeoelvere Ever. 


Carlyle (Thomas): 

On the Choice of Books. ByTHOUAa 
Carlyle. With a Life of the Autho 
by R. H. Shepherd. New and Rt 
vised Edition, post Svo, cloth extra, 
Illustrated, Is. 

The Correspondence of Thomts 
Carlylo and Ralph Waldo Emerson. 
1834 to 1873. Edited by Charles 
Eliot NcetTON. With Portraits Two 
Vols., crown Svo, cloth extra, 24s. 

Chapman's (George) Works: 

Vol. I. contains the Plays complete, 
including the doublM ones. Vol II , 
the Poems and Minor Translations, 
with an Introductory Essay by .Alger¬ 
non Charles Swinburne. Vol. III., 
the Translations of the Iliad and Odys¬ 
sey. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 183.; or separately, 63. each. 

Chatto & Jackson.—AT realise 

on Wood Engraving Historical and 
Practical. By Wm, Andrew Chatto 
and Tohn Jackson. With an Addi¬ 
tional Chapter by Henry G. Bohn; 
and 450 fine Illustrations. A Reprint 
of the l.ast Revised Edition. I^ge 
4to, half-bound, 28s. 

Chaucer: 

Chaucer for Children : A Golden 
Key. By Mrs. fl. R. Hawbis. With 
Eight Coloured Pictures and nu¬ 
merous Woodcuts by the Author. 
New Ed., small 4to, cloth extra, 6t. 
Chaucer for Schools. By Mrs. H. R. 
sHaweis. Demy Svo, cloth limp, 2 s 6d. 

City (The) of Dream : A Poem. 

Fcap. Svo, cloth extra, 6a. [7n the prai, 

Clodd.—Myths and Dreams. 

By Edward Cr.onu, F.R.A.S., Author 
of “The Childhood of Religions,” See. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

Cobban.—The Cure of Souls : 
A Stoiy. By J MaclarenCobban. 
Post Svo, illustrated boaids, 28. 

Coleman.—Curly: An Actor’s 
•Story. By John Colexan. Illustrated 
by J. C. Dolluan. Crown Svo, l8. 
c loth. Is. Ed. _ 

Collins (Mortimer), Novels by : 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3*. 6d. each ; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Sweet Anno Pago. 

Transmigration. 

From Midnight to Midnight. 

A Fight with Fortune. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 
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Collins (Mortimer & Frances), 

Novels by: 

Crown 8 vo, clolli extra, $8.6d. each; post 
8 vo, ilnistralcd boards, 2a. each. 
Blacksmith and Scholar, 
ho Village Comedy, 
ou Play Me False. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2 i. each. 
Sweet and Twenty. 

Francos. 

Collins (Wilkie), Novels by: 

Cro^vn 8vo, cloth extra, Illustrated, 
38 . 6 d. each , po£t8vo,illu'=:tr.ited bds., 
2s. each, cloth limp, 2s 6d each. 
Antonina. Illiist. by SirJoiiNGiLnERT, 
Basil. Illasirated by Sir John Gil* 
bRRT and J. Mahoney. 

Hide and Seek. Illustrated by Sir 
John Gilrert and J. Mahonby. 

The Dead Secret. Illustrated by Sir 
John Gilbfrt. 

Queen of Hearts, Illustrated by Sir 
John Gilbert. 

My Mlscollanles. With a Steel-plate 
IMriiait of Wilkie Collins. 

The Woman fn White. With Illus¬ 
trations by Sir John Gilbert and 

F. A. Fhv^skr. 

The Moonstone. With Illustrations 
byG.DuMAURiERandF.A Fraser. 
Man and WIfo. Illust. by W. Small. 
Poor Mias FIndrI. Illustrated by 

G. Du Maurikr and Edward 
Hughes. 

Mlw OP Mrs. P With Illustrations by 
S L. FiLDEsand Henry Woods. 
The New Magdalen. Illustratcdt^by 
G.DuMAURifcRaudC.S Keiniiardt. 
The Frozen Deep. Illustrated by 
G. Du Maurier and J. Mahonf.v. 
The Law and the Lady. Illustrated 
by S L, Fildes and Sydney Hall, 
The Two Doatlnlea. 

The Haunted Hotel. Illustrated by 
Arthur Hoi’kins. 

The Fallen Loaves. 

Jezebel's Daughter. 

The B^fck Robe. 

Heart and Science: A Story ol the 
Present Time. 

"I Say No^;;__ 

The Evil Genius: A Novel, Three 
Vois., crown 8vo. 

Collins (C. Allston)_The Bar 

Sinister: A Stoiw. Dy C. Alistok 
Collins. Post8 vO, illustrated bd3.,2i. 

jolrnan'a Humorous Works: 

“ Broad Grins/’ “ My Nightgown and 
Slippors/'and other Humorous Works, 
Prose and Poetical, of Glorok Col- 
MAH. With Life by G. B Buckstonb, 
and Frontispiece by Hogarth. Crown 
Svo cloth extra, gilt, 78 .6(t 


Convalescent Cookery: A 
Family Handbook. By Catherine 
Ryan. Crown Ovo, Is. j doth, Is.Sd. s 

Conw£rt^ (ftfioncupe D.),i^orka 

by: 

Demonology and Devll Lore. Two 
Vols., royal 8vo. with Cs^illnsts., 2 ks. 
A Necklace o|I Stories. Illustrated 
by W. J. Hf.nnessy, Squmb 8 vo, 
cloth extra, 

Cook (Dutton), Works by; 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 63 each, 
Hours with the Players. With 
Steel Plate Frontispiece. 

Nights at the Play: A View of'the 
English Stage. 


Leo: A NoveL Post 8vo, Illustrated 
boards, 2a. 

Paul Foster’s Daughter, crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 38 . 64 .; post 8vo, illus¬ 
trated boards, 28. 

Copyright.—A HandbeOk of 

English and Foreign Copyright In 
Literary and Dramatlo Works, By 
Sidney Jceroi.d, of the Middle 
Temple, Esq., Barris(ef-at-Law. Post 
Cvo, cloth limp, 28 . Bd. 

Corni; ill.—PopularRomanoea 

of the'West of Engl.nij: or. The 
Drolls, .Traditions, anu Superstitious 
of Old Cornwall. Collected and Edited 
by Roukrt Hunt, F.R,S. New and 
Revised Edition, with Additions, and 
Two Steel-plate Illustrations by 
Georqr Cruikshank. Orown Jvo, 
_ cloth e^trji, 7 « 64 . * 

Craddock. —The Prophet..of 

the Great Smoky Wountalns ' By 
Charles Eobkrt Craddocs, Post 
8ro, illust. bd s., 2g. ; clot h limp, 28 64 

Creasy.—Memoirs of Eminent 

Etonians . with Notices of the Early 
History of Eton Collogo. By Sir 
Edward Creasy, Author of "Tho 
Fifteen Decisive Cattles of the World.” 
Crown Svo, cloth eitra, gilt, with ii 
Portraits, 78 , 64 . 


Cruikshank (George): 

Tho Comic Almanack. Coraplotoin 
Two Series; Tho First /ro(q„i835 
to i 8,3 ; tlieifSEC..ND from i8^to 
1853. A Gathering of the Best 
Humour of Thackeray, Hood, May- 
HEW, Albert Smith, A’Becki'tF, 
RonERT Brouoh, 4 c. With a,ooo 
Woodcuts and( Stool Engravings by 
Cruikshank, Hine, Landells, &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, two very thick 
volntnes, 7 i. 64 . each. 
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Cruikshank (Gkorgi), continucci , 

1 ha Life of George Cruikehank. By 

Jir.ANCHARD Jt-KROI-D, Ol 

“llie Life 01 Napol^D III.,” &c. 
Will# 84 Illustrj^ons. Kbw and 
Clicaper Edition, enlarged, with Ad¬ 
ditional Plates, and a very carefully 
• coinpilefLBihhography. Crown b\o, 
cloth extra, 78 . 6d. ^ 

RobliHon Crusoe. A beautiful re- 
prcxiuction of M.ijor’s Edition, with 
37 Woodcuts and Two Stc#l Plates 
by George Cruikshank, choicely 
printed. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
78 6d. _ 

Cupimlng(C. F. Gordon),Works 

by: 

Demy 8vo, cloth eilra, 8s. 6d. each. 

In tho Hebridoe. With Autotype Fac- 
Simile and nimicrous full-page Illus¬ 
trations. 

In the Himalayas and on the Indian 
Plains. With numerous Illustra- 

tlODS,- *- . 

Via Arnwall to Egypt. With a 
Photogravuie Frontispiece. Demy 
Hvo, cloth extra, 78 . Cd. 

Cussana.—H|indbook of Hep. 

aldry; with Instructioiii for Tiacing 
ivdu^rees and Derii btnng iAncn ut 
MSS., &c. By John E. CJ.sans. 
I ntiicly New and Kcviscd Cdition, 
illustratci^ wWi over 400 \%0dcul3 
and Coloured Plates, Crown bvo, 
cloth extra, 78 . 6 d. 

Cyples.—Hearts of Gold: A 

Novel By Wii.liamCvpli Crown 
8vcJ cloth 5 ixtra, 33 . 6d. ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 23 . 

Daniel.—M^rie Engtend in 
the Oldon Tims. ByGEOROK Daniel. 
With Illustrations by Ronj. Ckuik- 
snAN E.^Crown fevo , cloth extia, 3b. 6d. 

DatJ^et.—Tho Evangelist; or, 
Port Salvation. By Alphonse 
Daudet. Trans].itcd by C Harry 
Mkltzer. With Portrait of the 
Author. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
3 s. 6d ; post Bvo, illust. boaius, 2 a 

)^vena^lt. —What shall my 

Son be ? Hiuts for Parents on the 
Clioico of a Profession or Trado for 
th%-^oi^. By Francis Davenant, 
M.A. Post 8vo, flotl^flmp, 28 . 6d. 

lavies (Dr. N. E.), Works by: 

*Crown 8vo, l5. eacli: cloth limp, 
ll. 6d. e|ch. 

one Thoutand Modwal Maxim*. 
Nuraory HInta: A Mothe r’s Goide. 
Alda to Lena Life. Crown Bvo, 2|. ; 
cloth limp, u.ed, 


Davies’ (Sir John) Complete 

Poetical Works, incluilini» Psalms 1 . 
to D. m Verse, and other hitherto Un¬ 
published MSS., for the first time 
Collected and Edited, with Memorial- 
Introiiuclion and Notes, by the R^. 
A. B. Grosart, D D. Two Volf., 
crown Bvo, cloth boards, 12 a. 


De Malstre*.—A Journey Round 

My Room. By Xavier de MAibTiiK. 

Translated by Henry Attwell. Pott 

Bvo, cloth hnip, 2 s 6d. 

De Mllle.—A Castle in Spain: 

ANotel. By James De Mir.Lh. With 

a bronlispiece. Crown Svo, cloth 

extra, 3 s, M.; post Svo, illust. bds., 28 . 

Derwent (Leith), Novels by: 

Crown Bvo, cloth f \tra, 33. Gd each, post 
Bvo, iliustralfd boards, 23 . each. 

Our Lady of Tears. 

CIrce’8 Lovers. 

Dickens (Charles), Novels by: 

Post Bvo, illu'dr.i(..(l boards, 2 s caeli. 

Sketches by Boz. I NlcholasNIcklcby, 

Plokv/ick Papers. I^llvor Twist. 

Tho Speeches of Charles Dickens 

IK4I-I^70 With a New BihliOLTap’iy 
revisfd ..nd enlarged, Kdited and 
Prefaced hy Ritiiard IIkrnk Shef- 
■f-RD. Crown 8\o, rloih extra, 6s — 
Also a Smxllfr PvDition, in tlio 
Unyfair Li'>nuy. Pot.t bvo, cloth 
hmp, 23 . Cd 

About England with Dickons. By 
Alfred Rimmkk. With 57 Illustra¬ 
tions by C. A Vandhruoof, Ai.rKi' n 
Ri.MfiFR, an<l others. Sq. Bvo, cloth 
extra, lOs. Cd. 


Dictionaries: 

A Dictionary of Miracles: imitative, 

Re.Tlistic, and Dogmatic By the 
Rev. E C. I'-UEWFR, /.ED Crov.ii 
^Bvo,cloth extra, 78 Cd , iif-boimd, 93 
The Reader’s Handbook of Alli. 
slons. Rf'fcircnces, Plots, and 
Stories J‘-yllicK'V P C. Bkiwir-, 
hh\). fifth Jidit'on, revisi'fi 
throughout, witli a New Apiituilix, 
containing a Comjilcte Kughsh Bib- 
licprnphy. Crown Bvo, 1,400 pages, 
cloth ettr.i, 78 Cd, 

Authors and their Works, with the 
Dates. Being the Appendices to 
"Ihe Reader’s Handbook,” sepa¬ 
rately printed. By the Rov. Dr 
Brewer. Crown Bvo, cloth limp, 28. 
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Dictionaries, continued — 
familiar Alluelons: A Hsn^lbook 
of Miscellaneous Information; in¬ 
cluding the Names ot Celebrated 
Statues, Paintings, l^alaces, Coimlry 
Seats, Rums, Churches, Sln))s, 
Streets, Clubs, Natural Curio^itiis, 
and the like, By Wii. A. Wiiekler 
and Charles G Whekleil Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, 7 a 6d. 

Short Sayings of Great Men. With 
Historical and Explanatory Notes. 
By Samuel A. Bent, M.A. Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, 78 . 6d. 

A Dictionary of the Drama: Being 
a conipi chensive Guide to the Plays, 
Playwrights.Players, and Playliouses 
of the United Kingdom and America, 
from the Earliest to the Present 
Times By W. Davenport Adams. 
A thick volume, crown 8vo, half¬ 
bound, 1^. 6d. (/« preparation. 

The Slang Dictionary: Etymological, 
Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 68. 6<L 
Women of the Day: A Biographical 
Dictionary. B> Frances Hays. Cr. 
8vo, cloth extra, 65 

Words, Facte, ana Phrases: A Dic¬ 
tionary of Curious, yuaint, and Out- 
of-lhe-Way Matters By E^lifzfr 
Edwards New af. i Cheaper Issue. 
Cr. ivo, cl ex., 78 6d.; hf.-bd., Os. 


Diderot.—The Paradox of Act- 

Ing. Translated, with Annotations, 
from Diderot's “ Le Paradoxe surt’e 
Comidipn,” by Walter Hkrriks 
P oLLtiCK. With a Preface by Henry 
Irving. Cr.8vo, in parchment, 48 .6d. 


Dobson (W. T.), Works by: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 20 6d, each. 
Literary Frivolities, Fancl6e,Follle», 
and Frolics. 

Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentri¬ 
cities.* 


Doran. — Memories of our 

Great Towns, with Anecdotic Glean¬ 
ings concerning their Worthies antb 
their Oddities. By Dr. John Doran, 
F.S A. With a8 Illustrations. New 
and Cheaper Ed., cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 78 . 6 < 1 . 


Drama, A Dictionary of the. 

Being a comprehensive Gnide to the 
Plays, Playwrights, Players, and Play¬ 
houses of the United Kingdom and 
America, from the Earliest to the Pre¬ 
sent Times. By W. Davenport 
Adams. (Uniform with Brewer's 
"Reader’s Handbook.") Crown fivo, 
Ealf-bound, 12i. 6 d. [In preparation. 


Dramatists, The Old. Cr. 8vo, 
cl.ex., Vignette Portraits, 6s. perVol. 
Ben JonsoT)’® Worke. With Notes 
Critical and Kxplpatory, and a Bio- 
gKiphicfrl MemoE^by \Vm. GiR^ord. 
Edit by Col. Cunningham 3 V0I3. 
Clmpman'o Works. Con|plcte in 
Three Vols. Vol. I. co^iains tlio 
Pla)3 complete including doubtful 
ones, Vol,., 11 , Poems and iifTnor 
Translations, with IntrodiictoryP'^say 
by A.Cf-SwiNiiuuNR; Vol III .Trans¬ 
lations of the Iliad and Odyssey. 
Marlewe’s Works. Including bis 
Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introduction, by Col. Cunning¬ 
ham. Ono Vol. <• 

Massinger’s Plays. From the Text of 
William Gifford. Edited by Col. 
Cunningham. One Vol._ 

Dyer.— The Folk-Lore of 
Plante. By Rev. T F. Thisblton 
Dvfr, M.A. Crown 8vo» cloth extra, 
78 6d. « [/« preparation^ 

Early English Poets. Eiited, 
wiih Introductions and Annotations, 
by Kev. A. B. Grosart, D D. Crown 
8vo, cloth boards, 6s per Volume. 
Flatoher>’s (Giles, 8.D ) Complete 
Poenja. One Vol. 

Davies,, (Sip John) Complete 
PoetlJl'il Worke. Two Vols. 
Herrick'r i Robert) Cafiplete Col¬ 
lected Poems. Three Vols. 
Sidney’s (Sir Philip) Complete 
Poetical Worke. Three Vols. ' 


Herbert (Lord) otCherbury’e Poeme. 
Edited, with IntroductiLn, by,J. 
Churtom Collins, Crown 8vo, 
parchmcj pl, 6». _ 

Edwarde8(MP8.A.),*.Novei3 by: 

A Point of Honour. Post 8vo, illus¬ 
trated boards, 28. ^ 

Archie Lovell. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
3 s (kl.; i^jst 8vo, illust. bds., 2 s. { 


Eggleston.—Roxy: A Novel. By 
Edward Eggleston. Post 8 vo, illuat. 
boards, 2s. 

Emanuel.—On Diamonds and. 

PreclousStones: their IlistorJ,Value, 
and Properties; with Simple Tests for 
ascertaining their Reality. Ry Harry 
Emanufl, F.R.CLS. <V\hth nuDkSftttiS 
Illustrations, tinted and plain. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, $s. 

Englishman’s House, The: A 

Practical Guide /p all interested ly. 
Selecting or Duliding a House, with 
full Estimate* of Cost, Quantities, ftc. 
By C.J. Richardson. Third Edition. 
NearlyhooIllusU. Cr.tvo,cI.ex.,T*.6d. 
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English Merchants^ Memoirs 
in lUustrationof^en-oRrifsofBritish 
Coifmerce. BylH, R, pjx Bournk. 
With Illusts. New and Cheaper lidit, 
revise<^ Crown 8 to, cloth extra, 78 . Sd. 



The Life and Time* Prince 
Charles Stuart Count of Albany, 
commonly called the Young Pro- 
tender. From the State Papers and 
other Sources. New and Cheaper 
Edition, with a Portrait, crown 8 vo, 
cloth extra, 78 . 6 d. 

Stories from the State Papers. 
Wuhan Autotype Facsimile. Crown 
8 vo, cloth extra. 6 a. 

®tndles fle-otudled: Historical 
Sketches from Original SourceSs 
Demy 8 vo cloth extra, 12 a. 


FIn-Bao—The Cupboard 

Papers: Observations on tlie Art of 

Living and Dining. By Fin-Bec. Post 

8vo, cloth limp, 23 . 6d. • 

Fitzgerald (PercyjTwoTk^bT: 

The Recipatlonsof a Literary Man; 
or Does Writing Pay? Uiih Re¬ 
collections of some Literary Men, 
and a View of a Literary Man'a 
Working Life. Cr.8vo, cloth extra, 63. 

The World Behind the Scene*. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 33. 6d. 

Llttlo Essays; Passages from the 
Letters of Charles Lamb. Post 
8 vo, clolh limp, 23. 6 d. 


Post 8 vo, illustrated boards, 2 s. each. 
Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten 
The Second Mrs. Tlllotson. 

Polly. 

Seventy-five Brooke Street. 

The Lady of Brantomo. 



Fairholt.—Tobacco: Ds His. 

tory and Associations; syfa an Ac¬ 
count of She Plant and fts Manu- 
factur^anB its Modes ofdse in all 
Ages and Countries. By F. W. Fais- 
HOLT, F.S.A, With upwards of lOo 
IlIustralioDs by the Author. Crown 
8 vo, cloth extra, 6 s. 

Fitriilla? Allusions: A Hand¬ 
book of Miscellaneous Information • 
ycluding the Names at Celebrated 
Statues, Paiitings, Palaces, Country 
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships, Streets, 
Clubs, Natural Curiosities, and the 
like.* By William A. Whelle*, 
•Author of “ Noted Namcnof Fiction; ” 
aid Charles G. Wheeler. Demy 
8 vo, c loth extra, 7 l. 6 d. 

Faraday (Michael), Works bjT: 

Post 8 vo, cloth extra, 48. $d. each. 

The Chemical History of a Candle: 
Lccjiresdelivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Riwal Institution. 
Edited by William CRookEs, F.C.S. 
, Uttth^Qumerous Illustrations. 

)n the VarloBs Forces of Nature, 
and their Relations to each other: 

' Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Royal Institution, 
Edited by Willum Crooeks, F.C,S. 
With numerous Tllustrations. 


Farrer. — Military Manners 
and Custonw By L A. Farrer, 
Author of “ Primitive banners and 
Customs," &o. Cr. 8to, cloth extra, 6 s, 


Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Com^ 

pioto Poems: Christ’s Victone in 
Heaven, Christ’s Victone on Earth, 
Chiist’s Triumph over Death, and 
Minor Poems. With Memonal-Intro- 
diiction and Notes by the Rev A. B 
Grosar t, D.D. Cr . 8 vo, cloth bds.,e 8 . 

Fonblanque.—Filthy LiTcre : A 

Novel. By Albany dk Fonblanque. 
Post 8 vo, illustrated boards, 2 a, 

Francillon (R. E.), Novels by: 

• Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, 3 s Bd.cach: 

post 8 vo, illust boards, 2 * cnch. 

One by One. I A Real Queen. 
Queen Cophetua. I 
Olympia Post dvoTTlIust. boards, 28 . 
Esth er’s Glovo. Pc .ap «vo, Is 

French Literature, History of. 

Bv Henry Van Laun Compicio in 
3V0I3., d emySvo, cl bd 3 .. 78 . 6 d each 

Frere.—Pandurang Harl ; or, 

Memoirs of a Hindoo. With a Preface 
by Sir H.Bartle Frere, G.C.S.L, &c. 
Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, 3 s. 6 d.; post 
, 8 vo, illustrat ed boards, 2 s. 

Friswell.—OneofTwo: ANov^ 

By Hain Friswell. Post 8 vo, illu> 
trated boards, 28 . 

Frost ^Thomas), Works by; 

Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, 3 s 6 d. each. 
Circus Life and Circus Celebrities. 
The Lives of the Conjurer*. ■ 
The Old Showmen and the Old 
London Fairs. 

Fry’s (Herbert)'T?oyal“QuTde 

to the London Charltle*, 1886 - 7 . 
Showing their Name, Date of Founda¬ 
tion,Obiects,Income,Officials,&c. Pub. 
llshed Annually. Cr, 8 vo, doth, Is. 6 d. 
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Gardening Books: 

FostSvo, Is each. cl. limp, Is 6(1 each. 
A Year’s Work In Garden and Green* 
€' house Pr.ictic,al Advice to Ariiaieur 
(i.irdcnorjj as to tho Man-at^emcnt of 
the Flower,Fruit, and Frame Garden. 
Fy Gfokge Glknnv. < 

Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants we 
Grow, and How wo Cook Thecn. 
J^y Tom Jlrrold. 

Houeeliold Horticulture: A Gossip 
about Flowers. Uy ToM and Jane 
Ji RKOi.D. Illustrated. 

Tho Garden that Paid the Rent. 
Hy Tom Jfrr old 

My Garden Wild, and What I Grew 
there llyF G III \th. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 63 , gilt edges, 63 . 


Garrett.—The Capel Girls: A 

Novel. By Edward GARRfTT Cr. 8vo, 
cl. ox ,33 6d,; post 8 vo, illnst. bds ,2s. 


Gentleman's Magazine (The) 

for 1886. One Shilling iMonlhly. In 
addition to the Ann h's uj-xm sulijcrts 
in Litomture, Scioncc, and An, for 
wliich this M.iga^ine lias so high .a 
ir-{*utation, “Science Notes,’’ by W. 
M\Triru WiLiUMS, F I< A.S,, and 
“Table Talk.” bj SvLVANUb Urban, 
appear niomh!). 

' ' A'crr'rt'.'dj’ IhcVvlume for 
to JuN'F, clotn e>tra, price Ss. 6 ( 1 ; 

Ctnt'W'c; 2s each. 

Gentleman's Annual 

Christmas, 1836 Containing a Com¬ 
plete Noxel, “Wife or No V/lfe?” I)y 
T. W Speight, Author of “The 
M)stencs of Heron Dyke.” Demy 
8 vo, l 3 .__ \Pr(Piiiin^. 

German Popular StoricsTcJ^ 

Iccted by the Brothers Grimm, and 
Translated by Edgar Taylui’. l.dited, 
v/ithan Inlroducimii, by John Kuskin, 
With wa Illustrations on Steel by 
George Cruikshank Square 8vo, 
cloth extra, 63. Cd.; gilt edges, Va. 61 


Gibbon (Charles), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo. cloth extr.i, 38 6d e.idli 
post Svo, illustrated bo.anls, 23 each. 


Robin Gray 
For Lack of Gold. 
What will tho 
World Say P 
In Honour Bound. 
Queen of tlio 
Meadow. 


Braes of Yarrow. 
The Flowerof tho 
Forest. flem. 
A Hnart's Prob- 
TheGoldenShaft. 
Of High Degree. 
Fancy Froo. 


Post 8\o, ill iisiratc(l boards, 28 each. 

For the King. I In PastureaQreen 
In Love and War. 

By Mead and Stream. 

Heart’s Delight._ \Preparing, 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3 s. Gd. each, 

loving a Dream. | A Hard Knot. 


Gilbert^W[lliam), Novels by: 

Post 8'a», illnstijitMl boards, each, 
Dr. Austin's Guests. 

Tho Wizard of the Mountain. 
James Duko, Costorn^nger ' 

Gilbert (W. §.), Original^'Playe 

by: In Two Scries, each corapleto in 
its< If, t-rice 2s. 6d. o.xch. 

Tlie First Sekils contains—The 
Wicked World—iT^malion and Ga* 
latea — Chanty — The Princess — The 
Pal.ice of Truth—Trial by Jury. 

Tlie Second Series contains— bro¬ 
ken Hearts—Engaged—Swert hearts— 
Grctchen—Dan’l Druce—Tom Cobh— 
H M.S. Pinafore-Tho Sorcerer—The 
Pirates of Penzance. 


Eight Original Comic Operas. Writ¬ 
ten by W. S. Gilbert, Containing: 
Tho Sorcerer—H M.S. “I^iaforc” 
—The Pirates of Penzance-ftolantlio 
— Patienci* Princess I«U -- The 
Mikado—Tiialby July. .DeinySxo, 
cloth limp, 23 6 ( 1 . 


Olenny.—A Year’s Work in 

Garden and Greenhouse. Practical 
Advi(Ha to Amateur Ganleucrs as to 
the* Management of th^'Flrwcr, Frmt, 
and Frame Garden. By Gforgb 
Glenny. Post 8vo, Is., cloth, Is, Cd. 

Godwin.—Lives oT the Necro- 

mfincGPs. By W1LL14M Goitwin. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28 . • 

Golden «Llbrary, The: ,*• 

Square i6mo (Taiichi^tz size), cloth 
limp, 2s per volume. 

Bayard Taylor’s Diversions of tho 
Echo Club. • 

Bennotrs (Dr. W. C.) Ballad Hfetory 
of England. 

Bennett’s (Dr.) Songs for Sailors. 
Byron’s Don Juan 

Godwin’s (William) Lives of the : 
Necromancers 

Holmes’s Autocrat of tbo BrcG6<. 

fast Table. Introduction by Sala. 
Holmes’s Professor at the Break¬ 
fast Table. «. ^ 

Hood’s Whlnv anU Oddities Lorn- 
plcle. All the original Illustrations. 
Irving’s (Washington) Tales of a 
Traveller. * - 

Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and po.^ 
cupatlons ol}a Country Life. ' 
Lamb’s Essays of Ella, Both Series 
Complete m OneVol. 

Leigh Hunt’s Essays: A Tale for a 
Chimney Corner, JPnd other Pieces. 
With Portrait, and Introduction by 
Edmund Ollirr. 
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Goldm Library, contmtud . 

Mallory’s (S'r ThonTa») Mort 
d’/Wthur: That Slones* of Kmg 
Armur and of toc Knighia of tbe 
Round Table. Edited by B. Motir- 
OOMEWE RaNKTHQ. 

Paecal’eVrovInolal Lettere. A New 
T^Jslation, with* Historical Intro¬ 
duction and Notes,byT.M’CRiE.H.D 

Pope’e Poetical Works. Complete. 
Rochefoucauld’s Maxims and Moral 
Reflections. With Notes, and In¬ 
troductory Essay by Saintf-Beuve. 
St. Pierre's Paul and Virginia, and 
The Indian Cottage. Edited, with 
• Life, by the Rev. E. Clarke. 
Shelley's Early Poems, and Queen 
Mab. With Essay by Leigh Hunt. 
Shelley’s Later Poems; Laon and 
Cythna, Ac. 

Shelley’s Posthumous Poems, the 
Shelley Papers, &c. 

Shelley’s Prose Vtorhs, including A 
Kqfctation ot Deism, Zastrozzi, .St. 
Ir ^nc, &c. ___ _ 

Golden Treasury of Thought, 

The: An Encvci.oi’A dia ok Quota¬ 
tions from Writers of all 'I'lincs and 
Coimiries. Selected and Edited by 
TnroDuKE Taylor. Crown cloth 
fiiU and kHI edges, 78. 6d . 0 _ 

GrahamTi The Pro^pssor’a 

Wife: A Story. By LeonardGraiiau. 
Fcd^ >. ^ 

GreejfS and Romans, The Life 

of Jhe, Described from Anliiiue Menu- 
mtus. By Ernst Guhl and W. 
Koner. Translated from tbe Third 
German Kdil'On, and Ed%;d by Dr. 
I^Huffker. #545 lllnsta New and 
Cheaper Edit., dem y 8vo ,cl. et ,7a. 6d. 


Greenaway (Kate) and Bret 
Harto.—The Queen of the Pirate 
Isl* By Brkt Hapte." With 25 
original urawincs by Kate Green- 
AWAY, Reproilucod m Colours by L, 
IUans Sni. tto, bds., Bb. 


Greenwood (James),Works by: 
^rown Bvo, cloih extra, 33 - bd. each. 
The Wtids of London. 

Low-Llfo Deeps: An Account of the 
Eisli to ho Foun d There. 

otok Temple: fA t«vcL Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 23 j_ 


Quyot.—The Earth and Man; 

or Pliysical Ceogranhy in its relation 
ft the History oP Mankind. By 
Arnolo Guvot. With Additions by 
ITofcssors Agassie, Pierce, and Grai ; 
ij Maps and Jingravings on Steel, 
eoine Coloiirea, and cofious Index 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gill, 4 *. 60. 


Hair (The): Its Treatment id 

Health, Weakness, and Disease. 
Translated from the German of Dr. J. 
PiN-eus. C rown 8vq, la ; clot h, la 

HakT^(Dr. Thomas Gordon), 

Poems by: ..1 

Crown 8v4, clotli extra, 63 . each. 

New Symbols. 

Le, lends of the Morisiw. 

The Serpent Play. 

Malden Ecstasy. Sin.all gto, cloth 

c\tra, ___. 

Hall.—Sketches of Irish Cha¬ 
racter. By Mrs S. C. Hall. With 
niiuierous Illustiations on Steel and 
Wood by Maclise, Gilbert, Harvey, 
aivi G. Ceuiksihnk. Medimu 6 yo, 
rioili cxtr.T, gill, 73 ^ M._ 

Halliday.—Every-day Papers. 

By Andrew IUiliday. Post BvO, 
illustrated boards, 2s._ __ 

Handwriting, The Philosophy 

of With over 100 Facsmiiles and E\- 
pl.anatoiy Text By Don Felix ns 
SALAUANM^Post 8vo, cl. Ihnpj^^ed. 

Hanky-Panky :, A Collection of 
Very EasyTricks.Very Dilficult Tricks, 
Wliite kfagic. Sleight ol Hand, Ac. 
Edited by W. H. Ckeuke. With zoo 
Ilbi'.ts, Crown Hvo, cloth extra,f 3 . Bd. 

HaBdy”(l-ady Duffus). — Paul 

Wynter’e Sacrlflco. A Story. By 
I.ady Dufpus Hardy. Post 8vo, ilmst, 

btUld'h, 28 ______ 

Hot^y (Thomas).—Under the 
GreoDwood Tree By Thomas Hardy, 
Author ot ‘‘I'ar from llio M.ulding 
Crowd " With numerous lllustralioiis. 
Crown fivo, cloth extra, 3 s 6d,; post 

8\ o, illustrated boards, 28 . _ 

Harwood.—The Tenth Earl. 

Dv J. Berwick Harwood. Post 8vo, 
llfiloll.ated bo.lrds, 23 _ __ 

Haweis (Mrs. H. R.), Works by: 

Tho Art of Drcei! With numerous 
lUuTrations. hniall Bvo, illustrated 
cover, Is ; cloth limp, Is. 6d 
The Art of Beauty New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
Coloiii ed Frontispiece and HIubIs.Gb. 
The Art of Decoration. Square 8vo, 
ban Isoinely bound and profusely 
Illusir.ated, lOs. 6d. 

Chaucer for Children; A Golden 
Key. With Eight Coloured Pictures 
and numerous Woodcuts. New 
Eilition, small 410, cloth extra, Ca. 
Chaucer for School*. Demy 8v(\ 
I cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 
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haweis (Rev. H. R.).—American 

Humorist*. Including Washinqtok 
Irvino, Olitkii Wihdell Holuis, 
R.hes Russell Lowell, Arteuus 
Ward,Mare Twaih, and Bert Harti. 
Bjr the Rev. H. R. Haweis, M.A, 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6r. 

Herbert.auThe Poems of Lord 

Herber^f Cfiierhury. Edited, with 
Introduction, by Churton CotLixe. 
Crown 8vo, bound in parchment, 8s. 

HIndley (Charles), Wc/ks by 
Crown 8vo, clotk. extra, 3 *. 6d. |gcb. 
Tavern Anecdotes and Siwing*: In 
cludiiK the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscencos connected with 
Tavema, Coffee Houses, Club*, Ac. 
With Illustrations. 

The Life and Adventure* of a Cheap 
Jack. By Qne of the Fraternify. 
Edited by Charles Hiedliy. 

Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 
Crown 8 to, cloth extra, 3 *. 6d. each ; 
poet 8vo, illustrated boards, 2a. each. 
Q*rth. 1 Sebastian Strome. 

Ellice Quentin. | Dust. 

Prince Saronl’e Wife. 

Fortune's Fool. | Beatrix Randolph. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Sf. 6 d. each. 
Miss Codogna. 

Love—or a Name. 

Mrs. Qainftborough’t Diamonds. 
Fcap. 8vo, illustrated cover, ll. 

Hoey_The Lover’s Creed. 

By Mrs. Cashel Hoey. With Frontis¬ 
piece by P.Macmab. New and Cheaper 
Edit Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s. ^; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2 *. 

Hays_Women of the Day: A 

Biographical Dictionary of Notable 
Contemporaries. By Fraxces Hays. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, S*. 

Holmes (0. Wendell), Woria by: 

Th* Autocrat of tho Breakfast- 
Table. lUnstratod by J. Gordoh 
Thousom. Post Svo, cloth limp, 
23 . 6d.—Another Edition in smaller 
type, with an Introduction by G. A. 
SAIT Post Svo, cloth limp, to. 

The Vofeeeor at the Breakfkst- 
Table: with the Stontof Iris. Post 
Svo, d'oth limp, 2 i. • 

Heath (F. G.). — My Garden 
wild, and What L Grew There. By 
Framcis George Heath, Author ol 
" The Fern World,” Ac. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6*.; cl. gilt, gilt edges, 6s. 

Helps (Sir Arthur), Works by : 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2 s. 6d. each? 
Animal* and their Master*. 

Social Pressure. 

Ivan de BIron: A NoveL Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 3 «. 6d.; post 8vo, illus- ! 
trated boards, St. 

Holmesi — The Science, of 
Voice Production and Voice Preser¬ 
vation: A Papular Manual for the 
Use of Speakers and Singers, t By 
Gordon Holmes, M.D. With Wue- 
trations. Crown Svo, I*.; cloth, ll. 6d. 

Hood (jYiomae): e 

Hood’s Choice Work*, in Proie end 
Verse. Including the Cream of the 
Comic Annuals. With Lite of the 
Author.t Portrait, and aoo llljuthf 
tions. Crown Svo, cloth extra. It. 6 (L 
Hood’s Whims and Oddities. Com¬ 
plete. With all the original Illns. 
tratioDS. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2 t. 

Heptalogla (The) ; or. The 

Seven against Sense. A Cap with 
Seven Bdls. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 6*. 

Herrick’s (Robert) Hesperldes, 

Noble Numbers, and Complete Col¬ 
lected Poems, With Memorial-Intro¬ 
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D., Steel Portrait, Index 
of First Lines, and Glossarlal Index, 
Ac. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 18 s. 

Hesse. Wartegg (Chevalier 
Ernst vonX Works by: 

Tunis: The Laqd and the People. 
With la Illustrations, Crown tvo, 
cloth extra, 3 *. Sd. 

The New South-West: Travelling 
Sketche* from Kansas, New Mexico, 
Arixona, and Northern Mexico. 
With 100 fine Illustrations and Three 
Maps, Demy Svm cloth extra, 
M*. £/* prtfiaratum. 

Hood (Tom), Works by; i 
From Nowhere to the North Polo: 
A Noah’s Arkmological Narrative, 
With 25 Illustrations byiW.jRUN- 
TON and Be- C tBARNKS. ^^tlare 
crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 61. 
A Golden Heart: A Novel. PoetSva, 
illustrated boards, to * 

Hook’s (Theodore) Choice Hu. 

morous Works, locluding hie Ludi. 
crons Adventurea,Bons Mots, Pane and 
Hoaxes. With a New Life of the 
Author, Rortraiti, Taoeimiles, and 
Ilinsts. Cr. Svo, cl, extra, gilt, 7 l. Sd. 
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Hooper_The Houa^ of Roby: 

A Norel, 67 Mrs. CsoRas Hooper. 
Po 4 t 8to, UIastr%d board!, Si. 

Hopkins—“ Twlxt Love and 
Duty ft A Novel. ByTioHE Hopuns. 
Crownlvo, clotb^xtra, 61. 

Horne.—Orion : An Epic Poem, 
ia Three Books. By Rijrard Her- 
OUT Horns. With Photogryjhio 
Portrait from a Medallioa by Suu- 
MiRS. Tenth Edition, crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7 s. 

tiowell.—Conflicts of Capital 

and Labour, Historically and Eco¬ 
nomically considered I Being a His¬ 
tory and Review of the Trade Unions 
ot Great Britain. By Geo. Howfll 
M.P. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7 b. 6d. 

Huso. — The eHunohback of 
NRre Dame. By Victor Hooo. 
Pdit 8vo, illustrated boards, 2 l. 

Hunt_Eesaya by Leigh Hunt. 

A Tale for a Chimney Comer, and 
other Pieces. With Portrait and In¬ 
troduction by Eduumd OupiR. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2i. __ 

HuntfWfs. Alfred), levels by: 
Crown 8to, cloth extra, Sa. 8d. each 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, la, each. 
.Thornloroft’s Model. 

The^eaden Casket. 
SelfCond ernned _ 

That other Personw Three Vols., 
ctown^vo. • ^Shortly. 

ndoor Paupers. By One of 
T nau. Crown 8vo, 11.; cloth, la 6d. 

•gelow.—Fated tc^be Free: A 

Novel. By Jean Inoelow. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, Sa. 6d.; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, Sa. 


rish Wit and Humour, Songs 

of. ^Collected and Edited by A Per¬ 
ceval Graves. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 

r^Tnl—Tales ^f a Traveller. 

By WaSHI NOTON Irvinq, Post 8vo, 
cloth limp, la. 

Fay (Harriett), Novels by; 

The Dark Colmen. Post 8vo, illua- 
trated boards, la. 

Tha Queen of Connaught Crown 
Svo, cloth extra. It Sd.; poet Svo, 
iUostrated boapla, ^ 


Janvier.—Practical Keramita 

for Studenta By Catherine A, 
Janvier. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6j. 

Jefferies (Richard), Worka»by; 

Crown Svo, cloth extra. Si. each. 
Nature ^ear London. 

The Life of the Fields. 

The Open Air. 

Jennings (Hargrave). — The 

Roeloruolant; Their Rites and Mys- 
tenes. With Chapters on the Ancient 
Fire and Serpent Worshippers. By 
Harorave Jenninoi. With Five full- 
page Plates and upwards of 300 Ulus- 
tratians, A New Edition, crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 7a. 6d. _ 

Jennings (H. J.), Works by: 

Ourloaltlea of Critlolam. Post Svo, 
cloth limp, la. Sd. 

Lord Tennyeon: A Biographical 
Sketch. With a Photograph-Por¬ 
trait Crown Svo, cloth extra, 61. 

Jerrold (Tom), Works' by: 

Poet Svo, U. each; cloth, la. Sd. each. 
The Carden that Paid tha Rent 
Household Hirtlculture: A Goaeip 
about Flowers, Illustrated. 

Our Kitchen Carden; The Planta 
we Grow, and How we Cook Them. 

#6886_Scenes and Oooupa* 

tiona of a Country Life. By Edward 

J E88E. Post Svo, doth limp, la. 

Jeux d'Esprit. Collected and 
Edited by Henry S. Laiaa. PostSvo, 
cloth lim p, la. Sd. _ 

Jones (Wm., F.8.A.), Works by: 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7a. 6d. each. 
FIngorRIng Lore; Hbgorical, Le. 
gendary, and Anecdotal; With over 
Two Hundred Illnstraliona. 
Credulltlee, Poet and Preaent; in¬ 
cluding the Sea and Seamen, Miners, 
Taliaman8,Word and Letter Divina¬ 
tion, Exercising and BlesslDg of 
Ani^i, Birds, Eggs, Lnclc, &c. 
With an Etched Frontispiece. 
Crowna and Coronatlona ; A History 
of Re^dia in all Times and Conn* 
tries. With One Hundred Illus- 
trationi, _• 

Jonson^ (Ben) Work*. Witfi 

Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 
a Biographical Memoir by Wiluau 
GonroRD. Edited by Cofonel Cun- 
ninobam. Three Voli., crown Svo, 
cloth extrt, 19 il i or aepantaly,l|. etch. 





BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


4tosephu8,TheCompleteWopks 

of. Translated by Whistok. Con¬ 
taining both ** The Antiquities of the 
Jew3"^and “The Wars of the Jews." 
Tvo Vols., 8vo, with 5a Illustrationa 
and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 14 <. 




Kingsley (Henry), Novels by: 
Oakahott Castle. Post 8vo, illus¬ 
trated boards, 21. 

Number Seventeen. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extr a, 3 i. 6d. 

Knight.—The Patient’s Vade 

Meoum: How to get most Benefit 
from Medical Advice. By William 
Kmiqht, M.R.C.S.V and Edward 
KmoHT. L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo. le.: 
cloth, li. 6d. _ 

Lamb (Charles); 

Lamb’s Complete Works, in Prose 
and Verse, reprinted from the Ori¬ 
ginal Editions, with many Pieces 
hitherto unpublished. Edited, with 
Notes and Introduction, by R, H. 
SnspHaRD. With Two Portraits and 
Facsimile of Pago of the “ Essay on 
Roast Pig.’’ Cr.Svo, cloth extra, 7 s. 6d 
The Essays of Ella. Complete Edi¬ 
tion. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 2 s. 
Poetry for Children, and Prince 
OorusP By Charles Lamb. Care¬ 
fully reprinted from unique copies. 
Small 8vo, cloth extra, 6f. 

Little Essiuis : Sketches and Charac¬ 
ters. By Charles I*aub. Selected* 
from his Letters by Percy Fite- 
OXRALD Post Syo, cloth limp . 2 s. 8<L 

Area and Penatea; or, Tha 

Background of Life. By Florence 
Caddy. Crown 8vo. cloth extra . 8s. 

Arwood (Jacob), Worka byT~ 
The atory of the London Parks. 
With Illustrations. Crown Bvo, cloth 
extra. S i. 6d. _ 

Post 8to, cloth limp, 2t. 6d. each. 
Forensic Ansodotss. 

Theatrtoal Aneodotsa. 


Lane’a Ar,ablan NIghta, *o.: 
The Thousa^id and One Nights: 




I Life In Londonr or. The History 

of Jerry Hawthorn and CorijRhian 
Tom. With the whole of Cruik- 
shank’s Illu.strations, in Colours, after 
the Originals. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 
7 a 6d . __ 

Linton I'li. Lynn), Worka by: 
Post 4 o, cloth limp, 2 s. 6d. each. 
WItoh Sjorles. * 

The True Story of Joshus Davidson. 
Ourselves: Essays on Women. . 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3 l 6d. each;.post 
8vo, llustrated boards, 2gki“ach. , 
Patricia Kemball. •• 

The Atonement of Learn Dunias 
The Worif Well Loet.| <' 

Under which Lord P 
With a Silken Thread. 

The Rebel of the Family. 
"MyLovet" | lone. 

Longfellow: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7 a. 6d. each. 
Longfellow’e Complete Prose Works. 
Including “Outre Mer’’ “l^pcr-, 
loU’’ “Kayanagh ’’ “ The Psctsand 
Poe^of Lurope, 'and “ Driftwood.” 
With Portrait and IllustraUons by 
Valentine Broulbv. P 
Longfellow’e PoStloal Works. Care¬ 
fully Reprinted from the Original 
Editions. With numorons fine fllus-. 
IraUona on Steel and Wood. 

Long Life, Alds^o: A Medical," 

piotetiCy and Genera] Guide in 
Health and Disease. By N. E. 

L.ILC.P. Ofown 8vo, 2|.; 
qloth limp, a. ^ ’ 
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Lucy_Gideon Fley8e: A Novel. 

Bfc Henry WlLiAy. «Crown 8vo, 
cl. ex., Sl.6d.; pcAt 8To,Ulust. bds., 2 (. 

Luelad (The) of Camoens. 
TranslSted into English Spenserian 
VSbe by Robert Ferench Duff. 
Demy Bvo, with Fourteen full-page 
Flatea, cloth boards, 18 *.« 


McCarthy (Justin H.), conti/nud 
Doom ! An Atlantic Episode. Crown 
8to, Is. ; cioth. Is. 6a. 

Oup Sensation Novel. Bditftl b)r 
usTiN H. McCarthy. Crown 8Vt), 
i. ; cloth, 1*. 6d, 

Haflz Ilf London. Choicely printed. 
Small 8vo, gold cloth, 3 *. 6a, 


Maoalpine. — Teresa Itasca, 

and other Stories. By Avery Mac- 
alpine. Crown 8 to, bound in canvas, 

SE.ed. 


McCarthy (Justin, M.P.),Works 

by; 

A History of Our Own Times, from 
the Accession of Queen Victoria to 
the General Election of i88o. Four 
Vols. demy 890, cloth extra, 13 *. 
fcch.—Also a Popular Edition, in 
four Vols. cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 6e each. 
A Short History of Our Own Times. 

One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6a. 
History of the Four George*. Four 
Vols. demy 8va, cloth extra, 13 *. 
each. [Vol. \^now ready, 


CrowmB^, cloth extra, Jl. 6d. each; 

post Bvo, illustrated boafts, 3 *. each. 
)ear Lady Disdain. 

■|To Waterdale Neighbour*, 
dy Enemy’s Daughter. 

(Fair taxon. I Miss MIsanthrop*. 
Jnley Rochford. I Donna Quixote. 
The Comet of a Season 
Aald of Atfens. 


C^lola; A Girl with a Fortune. 

new a^ Cheaper Edition, Crown 
0 Bvo, cloth extra, 3 s. 61 . 

“The Right Honourable:” A Ro¬ 
mance of Society and Politics. By 
Justin McCarthy, M.P., and Mrs. 
Campbell - Praed. Three Vols., 
crown Bvo. 


VlcCA-Pthy (Justin H., M.P.), 


W 


orks by: 

ptllne^ the History of Ireland, 
from the Barliett Tunes to the Pre¬ 
sent Day. Cr. 8vo, Is.; cloth, ll. 64 
A History of Ireland from the Union 
to the Introduction of Mr. Glad¬ 
stone’s Bilh (^wn 8vo, cloth extra, 
6a. lln the presj. 


England under Gladstone, 1880 - 85 . 
Second Edition, revised smd brought 
down to Ihe Fall of the Gladstone 
Administration, Crown ^0, cloth 
extra, 6*. 


MacDonald (George, LLD.), 

Works by: 

The Princess and Curdle. With ii 
illustrations by James Allen. Small 
crown Bvo, cloth extra, 6*. 

QuttaPeroha Willie, the Working 
Genius. With 9 Illuitrations by 
Arthur Hughes. Square Bvo, cloth 
extra, 3 *. 64 . 


Works of Fancy and Imagination. 
Pocket Edition, Ten Vouimes, in 
handsome cloth case, 31 l. Vol. i. 
Within and Without. The Hid¬ 
den Life.— VoL a. The Disciple. 
The Gospel Women. A Boox or 
Sonnets. Organ Songs.— Vol. 3. 
Violin Songs. Songs of the Days 
AND Nights A Booe or Dreams. 
Roadside Poems. Poems for 
Children. Vol. 4. Parables. 
Ballads. Scotch Songs.—VoIe. 
3 and 6. Phantastes; A Faerie 
Romance.—Vol. 7. The Portent.— 
Vol. 8. The Light Princess. The 
Giant’s Heart. Shadows. — Vol. 
0. Cross Purposes. The Golden 
KEV. The Carasoyn. Little 
Daylight.— Vol. 10, The Cruel 
Painter. The Wow o’ Rivvbn. 
The Castle. ThkBroeen Swords. 
The Gray Wolf. UNctJt Corne 
LIUS. [Ready 

The Volumes arealto sold separately 
in Grolier-pattem cloth, la 6a. each. 


Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 *. 6d. each; post 
8vo, Ulnstrated boards, 3 i. each. 

* Paul Faber, Surgeon. With a Fron¬ 
tispiece by J. E. Millais. 
Thomas Wlntjfold, Curate. With a 
Frontispiece by C. J. Staniland. 


Maodonell_Quaker Cousins:, 

A Novel. By Agnes Macdoneli- 
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3 *. Sd.; post 
Bva, Ulnstrated boards, 3 f. 


Macgregor. — Pastimes and 
Player*. Notes on Popular Game*. 
By Robert Macqrsgoe, Pott Bvo, 
cloth limp, 3*. 64 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


ti 

-tr 

Merry CIrcHe (The): A Book of 

New Intellectual Games and Amuse¬ 
ments. By Clara Billkw. With 
nuA'erous Illustration*. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 4*. 6d. 

Mexican Mustang <On a), 
through Texas, from the Gulf to the 
Rio Grande. A New Book of Ameri¬ 
can Humour. By Alex. E. Sweet and 
I. Armoy Knox, Editors of “ Texas 
Siftings.’’ With 365 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7 s. 6d. 

Middlemass (Jean), Novels by: 

Post 8yo, Illustrated b^ds. Si. each. 
Touch and Go. 

Mr. Dorllllon.__ 

Miller. —Physiology for the 

Young; or, The House of Life; Hu¬ 
man Physiology, with its application 
to the Preservation of Hemth. For 
Classes and Popular Reading. With 
numerous Illusts. By Mrs. F. Fenwick 
Miller. Small 6vo, cloth limp, 2 a. 6 d 

Milton (J. L.), Works by: 

6m. 6vo, Is. each; cloth ex,. Is. 6d.each. 
The Hygiene of the Skin. A Concise 
Set of Rules for tlih Management of 
the Skin; with Directions for Diet, 
Wines, Soaps, Baths, &c. 

The Bath In Disease* of the Skin. 
The Laws of Life, and their Relation 
to Diseases of the Skin, w 

Molesworth (Mrs.)—Hather- 
cdurt Rectory. By Mrs. Moles- 
WORTH, Author of "The Cuckoo 
Clock,’’ &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
M.6d. 


Murray (D. Christie), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo,cloth extra, 3 *. 6d, each; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, Ss each. 

A Life’s Monement 
A Model Father. 

Joseph’s Coat. 

Coal* of Fire. 

By the Gate of the SM. 

Val Strange. 

Heart*. 

The Way of the World. 

A Bit of Human Nature. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Si. Sd. each. 
First Person Singular: A Novel. 
With a FronUspiece by Asthur 
Hopkins. 

Cynic Fortune: A Tale of a Mao with 
a Conscience. With a Frontispiece 
by R. Catom Woopvmj. _ 

forth Italian Folk. Bt Mrs. 
CoHThs Cars. lUnstrated by Ran- 
ooLFB Caldecott. Sqnare 8to, cloth 
extrR,7i.6iL 


Number bfip fStorles about), 

the Spiritof the Giant MounWlns. 
Retold for ChilifieD by Walter 
Grahame. With Illustrations by J. 
Move Suith. Post 8vo, cl. entra, Ss. 


Nursery Hintu: A Motitr’i 

Guide in Health and Disease, By N, 
E. Davie^L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, ll. 
cloth. Is. 6a. 

O’Connor.—Lord Beaconsfleld 

A Biography. By T. P. O’Connor, M.P, 
Sixth Edition, with a New Preface^ 
bringing the work down to the Death 
of Lord Beaconsheld. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7 l. 6d. 


O’Hanlon. —The Unforeseen: 
A Novel. By Alice O’Hanlon. New 
and Cheaper Edition. Post 8vo, lUns- 
trated boards, 28 . t 

Ollphant (Mrs.) Novels b/: 
Whiteladles. With Illostrations by 
Arthur Hopkins and H. Woods. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38 . 6d.; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Crown 8V1, cloth extra, lM. 6d. each. 
The Prl^f^mse Path. 

The Greyest Heiress IrEwgIand. 

O’Reilly.—Phoebe’s hortunes: 
A Novel. With Illnstrations by HeKry 
Tuck. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

O’Shaughneasy (Arth.),*Worl£B 

by: 

Songs of a* Vorkef. Fcap, Svo, cloth 
extra, 7 i. 6d. f 

Muslo and Moonlight Fcap. 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7 |. 6d. ^ 

Lays of Franoe. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
extra, K^od. 


Oulda, Novels by. Crovm Svo, 
cloth extra, Ss. each; post Svo, illus¬ 
trated boards, 2*. each. 


Held In Bondage. 
Strathmore, 
Chandos 
Under Two Flags. 
Cecil Caetle-' 
malne’c Gage. 
Idalla. 

TrIootPin. 

Puek. 

Folle Farina. 
TwoLIttleWooden 
Shoe*. 

A Dog of FlandA’S. 

PasoareL 


SIgna. 

In a WlntaP City 
Ariadne 

Frlendehl^^ 
>Mofhs. 

PIplatrello. 

A village Com-« 
mune. 
fimbl. 

In Maremm* 
Wanda. 

Fretaoee. 

PrInoeesJ Naprax- 
Ina 



CHATTO & WINDUS, PICCADILLY, 


19 


OuiDA, Novels iv, ecmtiautd— 
Othmap: A Novel., Cneaper Edition. 

^:rown 8vo , alpth eitrt^ j s. 

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, selected 
from the works of Ouida bjr F. 
SvibET Morris. Small crown 8vo, 
clotR extra, " 


Pa|e (H. A.)^opk8 by 

Thoranu: His Life and Aims 1A Study. 
With a Portrait, Past 8vo, cloth 
limp, it. 6d. 

Lights on the Way : Some Tales with- 
■ ID a Tale. By the late J. H. Alex¬ 
ander, B.A. Edited by H. A. Page. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6i. 

Animal Anecdotes. Arranaed on a 
New Principle. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, Ss. IShortty . 

Parliamentary Elections and 
Electioneering In the Old Days (A 
History of). Showing the State of 
Bplitical Partiegand Party Warfare at 
So Hustings and in the House of 
Ctimmons from the Stuarts to Queen 
Victoria. Illustrated from the original 
Political Squibs, Lampoons, Pictorial 
Satires, gnu Popular Caricatures ol 
the Time. By Joseph Greqo, Author 
of “Rowlandson and his Works," 

" The Life of Giilray,’'Tac. Deray 
8vo, ci^ extra, with ^Frontispiece 
colofWr by hand, anj nearly 100 
Illustrations, 16 s. One Hundred Largo 
.Paper Copies (each numbered) have 
also been prepared, price 3 2 i. each^_ 

Pascal’s Provincial Letlere. A 
New«rranslation, with Historical In¬ 
troduction and Notes, by T. M'Caia, 
D. D. P ost 6v O| gloth l i rapi 2 l. 

vatlent’* (The) Vade MecunT: 

How to get most Benefit from Medi¬ 
cal Advice. By William Khioht, 
lf.R.C.S., and Edward Knioht, 

- L.R.CP. Crown 8vo,#i.; cloth, l«.6d. 

Paul Feppoll : 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards. Si. each. 
Paul Ferpoll: A Novel. 

Why Paul Ferr oll K ille d hla WIfis . 

Paul.—Qehtle and Simple. By*! 

MSboaret Agnes Paul. With a 
Frontispiece by Helen Paterson. 

, Crjgvo, cloth oxtrm Si. 6d.; post 8vo, 

• ffoltrated^oards, a. 

Payn ~ (Jarn^), "NdVefs” by, 

Crown 8vO| cloth extra, 8s, 6d. each 
post 3 vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Lost Sip Mosslngberd, 

The Best of #lusbands. 

Waltep’s Word. I Halves. 

What He Cost Her. 

Less Bla^ them we’re Painted. 

By Proxy IsHIgh Spirits. 
Under One Roof. I Corlyon’e Veer. 


Payn (James), Novels bt, 

A Confidential Agent. 

Some Private Views. 

A Grape from .a Thorn. 

For Cash Only. | From Exits. 

Kit: A Memory. 

The Can on’s Ward. 

Post 8ve, illustrated boards, 28 . each, 

A Perfect Treasure. 

Bontinok's Tutor. I Murphy’s Master. 
Fallen Fortunes. 

A County Family. | At Her Mercy. 
A Woman’s Vengeance. 

Cecil’s Tryst. 

The Clyfflards of ClyflS. 

The Family Scapegrace. 

The Foster Brothers. 

Found Dead. 

Gwendoline’s Harvest. 

Humorous Stories. 

Like Father, Like Son. 

A Marine Residence, 

Married Beneath Him. 

Mirk Abbey. 

Not Wooed, but Won. 

Two Hundre d Pounds R eward. 

In Peril and Privation; Stories oi 
Marino Adventure Re-told. A Book 
for Boys. With numerous Illustra¬ 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 6a 
The Talked the Town; A Novel. 
WitbTwelvelllnstrationsby Harrv 
Furniss. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, to. 6d. 
The Fly on the Wheel; Humorous 
Papers. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
6s, _ [In Ikt press. 

‘Pears.—The Present^Depres- 

slon InTrade: Its Causes and Rome* 
dies. Being the " Pears” IMre Essays 
(of One Hundred Guineas). By Edwin 
Goadby and William Watt. With 
an Introducto^ Paper by Prof. Leone 
Levi, F.S.A., F.S.S. Demy 8vo, Is. 

Pennell (H. Cholmondeley), 

Works by: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, S|. 6d. each. 
Puck on Pegasus, with IIIustratioDs. 
Pegasus Rs'Saddled. With Ten full* 
page lllusts. by G. Du Maurjbr. 
The Muses of Mayfair. Vers de 
Soci^te, Selected and Edited by H. 
C. Pennell. 

Phelps (E. Stuart), Works by: 

Post 8vo, Is each; cloth limp. 

Is. Sd. each. 

Beyond the Gates. By the Author 
of " The Gates Ajar.’’ 

An Old Maid's Paradise, 

Jlurglju-s In Parodl sa ISh ority, 

PIrkIs (Mrs. C. L), Novels by 7 

Trooping with Crows. Fcap. 8vo, 
picture cover, Is, 

Lady Lovelace. Poet 8vo, Ulnstrated 
board,, 2s. [Prtparing. 





BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


Ptench6 (J. R.), Works by: 

The Pupeulvent of Arms; or, Her¬ 
aldry Founded upon Facts, With 
Coloured Frontispiece and mo Ulus- 
tiMions. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7 i Bd, 
Bonae and Poema, from 1S19 to 1870, 
Edited, with an Introduction, by his 
Daughter, Mrs-MACuaHECa. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, e «, 

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious 

Men. Translated from the Greek, 
with Notes Critical and Historical, and 
a Life of Plutarch, by Johh and 
William LAMOHoaN*. Two Vols,, 
8vo, cloth extra, with Portraits, lOi, 6d, 

Poe (Edgar Allan):— 

The Choice Works, in Prose and 
Poetry, of Edoas Allas Poi, With 
an Introductory Essay by Chasles 
Baudeuise, Portrait and Fac¬ 
similes, Crown 8vo, cl, extra, 7 s 6d, 
The Mystery of Marie Roget, and 
other Stones, PostSvo illoBl,bdB , 2 |, 

Pope a Poetical Works. Com- 

plete in One Vol. Post Bvo, cl, limp, 2 s, 

Praed(Mr8,Campbell-).-“The 

Right Honourable:” A Romance of 
Society and Politica |fy Mrs, Camp- 
bell-Phasd and Justik McCasthy, 
M. P Three Vols., crown 8vo, _ 

Price (E. C.), Novels by: 

Crown 8 to, cloth extra, St. 61 each; 
post 8vo, Ulnstrated boards, 2s. each. / 
ValentlnsL | The Foroignert. 
Mrs. Lan oaster’e Riva l. 

Cerald. Post Bvo, illust. boards. Si. 
Proctor (Riohd. A.), Works b;^; 
Flowers of the Sky. With 55 Illusts, 
Small crown 8»o, cloth extra, 4 |, 61 
Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps 
for Every Night in the Year, Draw¬ 
ings of the Constellations, Ac. 
Crown gyo, cloth extra, 61. 

Familiar Science Studies. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7 |. 6d. 

Saturn and Its System. New and 
Revised Edition,with 13 Steel Plates. 
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, lOt. 6d. 

The Great Pyramid; Observatory, 
Tomb, and Temple. With Illus¬ 
trations. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 6 l 
M ysteries of Time and Space. With 
Illusts. Cr. Bvo, cloth extra, 7 t. 61 
The Universe of Suns, and other 
Science Gleanings. With numerous 

' Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7 t. 6d. 
Wages and Wants of Science 
Workers. Crown Bvo, Is. 61 



Kabelals' Works. Faithfully 
Translated troip the French, with 
variorum NlJtet, anc^^umoteos charac¬ 
teristic Illustrationi by Gustav s 
Doal Crown 8 to, cloth extra, 7 s. 61 

Rambosfion.—Popular Astro¬ 
nomy. ByJ. RAMshssoM, LaureaR'of 
the lostltnto cf France. Translated by 
C. B. PiTigAii. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 
nnmorous lllnsts., and a beanlifully 
executed Chart of Spectra, 78.61 

Reade (Charles), Novels by: 

Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, illuatrated, 3 s. 61 . 
each I post Svo, illust bda, 2s. each. 
Peg Woffington. lUuatratsd by S. L. 
Fildes, a R.A, 

Chrletio Johnstone. Illustrated by 
William Small. 

It Is Never Too Late to Mend Il¬ 
lustrated by G. J. PlHWELL. 

The Course of Trui Love Never did 
run Smooth. Illustrated by 
Paterson. i'- 

The Autobiography of a Thief; Jack 
ofallTrades; and James Lambert. 
Illustrated by Matt Stretch. 

Love me Llttl& Love mS Long, Il¬ 
lustrate by M. Ellen Edwakdi, 
The DouBie Marriage. Illust. by Sir 
JohnGiVsert, R.A.,andC, Keene. 
The Cloister and the FWtuih. Ilf 
lustratelby Charles Keene. 

Hard Cash. Illust. by F. W. Lawson. 
Griffith Gaunt. Illustrated by S. l,, 
Fildes, A.R.A., and Wm, Small. 
Foul Play. Illost. by Du Mauriis. 
Put Yourself In His Placid Illu£ 
trated by Robert Barnes. 

A Terrible Temptation. Illnstrited 
byEnw. HuGHEsand A, W.CoOPEtri 
The Wandering Heir. Iliuitrsted by 
H. Paterson, S. L. Fildes, A.R .1 , 
C. Green, and H. Woods, A,R A. 

A Simpleton. Ulnstrated by Kats 
Crauford.” 

A Woman-Hater. Ulnstrated by 
Thos Couldery. 

Singleheart and Doublefaoe: A 
Matter-of-fact Romance. Illustrated 
by P. Macnab. 

Good Stories of Men and other 
Animals. IllusirstedbYE.A.AkBsy, 
PercyMA cguoiD.and Joseph Nash. 
The Jilt, and other Stories, nils' rated 
by Joseph Nash. , ^ ■ 

Readlana. With a Sleei-plate Fortnit 
of Charles Rbade. 


Reader’s Handbook (The) of 
Allusions, Referemes, Plots, and 
Stories. By the RAv. Dr. Briwis. 
Fifth Edition, revised throughonl, 
with a New Appendlij^contsinlng a 
Compute Enolisr mLlosiiAPMY, 
Cr. Svo, 1,400 i«gei, cloth extra, S, 81 
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RIohardaon. — 4 Ministry of 
'Health, aiyi other ^pers. BvBhn- 
.AUIH Wak* Richabdson, M.D., 4 c. 
b rown 8vo, cloth eitra, 6e. _ 

RicWell (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by: 
Crown gvo.cloth eitre, 3 e 6d. each; 
post 8vo, illustrated bouds, 28. each. 
Hap Mother’s Darling. 

The Prince of Walee|g Qarden Party 
Weird Storlee, 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28 . each. 
The Uninhabited House. 

Fairy Water. 

The Mystery In Palace Ga rdens. 
RImmer (Alfred), Works by: 
Square 8vo, cloth gilt, lOs.Sd each. 
Our Old CountryTowne. With over 
50 Illustratioos. 

Rambles Round Eton and Harrow. 

With 50 ll^strations. 

About England with DIokena With 
58 Illnstrations by Alfred Riuuer 
andC. A. Vanderhoof, _ 

Robinson Crusoe: A beautiful 
reproduction of Major’s Edition, with 
37 Woedcuts and "Two Steel Plates by 
Giorqe Cruieshank, aholcely printed. 
Crown 8vo, cloth eitry 7 a Sd . 

RoOTifton {F. W.), ijovels by: 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 38 . 64 each ; 
post 8ro, illustrated boards, 2|. each, 
Women ore Strange. 

_The Hands of JuetloO;_ 

Rotfinson (Phil), Works by; 
Crown 870, cloth extra, 7 f. 6d. each. 
The Poete' BIrda s 
The P'gBts' Beasts, 

Poets’ Natural Histo ry. [Preparing, 

Fioohefoucauld's Maxims and 
Moral Reflectlonse With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by Saintk- 
Biuye. Post 8vo, cl oth limp, 2 s. 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The; or, 
A List of the Principal Warriors who 
came over from Normandy with 
liam the Conqueror, and Settled in 
Ibis Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblasoned in Gold 
^d Coloor s. Hand somely printed, 

Rowley (Hom Hugh), Works by: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2 l. 0 d. each. 
Punlana; Riddles and Jokes. With 
numerous Illustrations. 

More Punlya. Profusely Illustrated. 

^unolman (James), Stories by: 

Post 070 , illustrated boards, 28 . each: 

c|pth limp, 2( 6d each. 
Skippers and Shillbaoks. 
araoe Balmalgn's Sweetheart 


Russell (W. Clark), Worki by: 

Crown 070 , cloth extra, 6s each; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Round the Galley-Fli’e. "I 
On the Fo’k'alo Head: A Collection 
of Yams a nd Sea Descr iptions. 

cAwn 8vo, cloth exlia, 6t, each. 

In the Middle Watch. 

Voyage to U^e Capo._ 

Sala.—Gaslight and Daylight. 

By Georoe Augustus Sala. Post 
87 0 , illu strated boards, 2 s. 

Sanson.—Seven Generations 
of Executioners: Memoirs of the 
Sanson Family (i688 to 1847). Edited 
_bjrH emryS ansoh. Cr.87o,cl.ex,3s.6d. 

Saunders (John), Novels by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3 s. 64 . each, 
post 870 , illustrated boards, 2 s. each. 
Bound to the Wheel. 

One Against the World. 

Guy Waterman. 

The Lion In the Path. 

The Two Preamera. _ 

Saunders (Katharine), Novels 

by. Cr. 870, cloth extra, 38 84 each; 
post 87 o,H*u 5 lrated boards, 2 s. each. 
Joan Merryweathor. 

Margaret and Elizabeth. 

The Hi gh Min e._ 

Crown 870, cloth extra, Ss. 64 each. 
Heart Salvage. | Sebsuitlsui. 
Gideon’* Rook, _ 

Science Gossip: An Illustrated 
Medium of Interchange for Students 
and L 07 eri of Nature. Edited by J. E. 
Taylor, F,L.S„ 4 c. Devoted to Geo¬ 
logy, Botany, PhysiolMy, Chemistry, 
Zoology, Microscopy, 'Telescopy, Phy¬ 
siography, &c. Price 44 Monthly; or 
Bs. per year, post ftw. Vels. I. to 
XIV. may be had at It. 64 each; and 
V0I3. XV. to XXI. (1885!, at Ss. each. 
Cases for Binding, la. fid each. 

Scott (SirWalter), Poems by; 

Marmlon. With over 100 new Illus¬ 
trations by leading Artists. Small 
4to, cloth extra. 16 s. 

The Lay of the Laat Mlnetrel. With 
over 100 new Illustrations by leading 
Artists. Sm.4to, cl.ex., 16 *.tSIiOfl /v. 

"Secret Out’’ Series, THte: 

Crovrn 8vo, cloth extra, profusely lHus- 
tnted, 4 s. 64 each. 

The Secret Out: One Thousand 
Tricks with Cards, and other Ke- 
creationt; with Enterttining Experi¬ 
ments in Drawing-room or “ White 
Magic." By W. H. Cremer. 300 
Engravings. 
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' “ Sbwbt Out " Sbries, continutJ— 

Th# Pyrot«ohnl»t'» Treasui^^j or, 
CompletB Art of Making Fireworks. 
By Thomas Kkmtish. With numer¬ 
ous R lustrations. 

The Art of Amusing; A Collection of 
Graceful Arts.GametTricks^izIes, 
and Charades. By Frame Bellew, 
With 300 Illustrations. 
Hanky-Panky: Very Easy Tricks, 
Very Difficult Tricks, White Magic 
Sleight of Hand. Edited by W. H. 
Creuer, With aoo lUustrationa 
The Merry Circle; A Book of New 
Intellectual Games and Amusements. 
By Clara Bellew. Many Illusts. 
Magician’s Own Book: Performances 
with Cups and Balls, Eggs, Hats. 
Handkerchiefs, Sc, All from actuJ 
Experience. Edited by W. H. Cre¬ 
uer. 100 Illustrations. 


Senior.—By Stream and Sea. 
By William Senior. Post Svo, cloth 
I mp, 28 .6d, 

Seven Sagas (The) of Prehis¬ 
toric Man. By James H. Stoddart, 
Author of “ The Village Life." Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 68. f’ 


Shakespeare: 

The First Folio Shakospeara.— Mr. 
WiLLUU Shakfspeare’s Comediesu 
Histories, and Tragedies. Published 
accordingtothetrueOriginallCopies. 
London, Printed by Isaac Iagoard 
and Ed. Blount. 1623.—A Repro¬ 
duction of the extremely rare original. 
In reduced facsimilCj by a photogra¬ 
phic process—ensuring the strictest 
accuracy in every detail. Small Svo, 
half-Roxburghe, 7 s. 6<L 

ThcLansdowneShakespeare. Beau¬ 
tifully prin^ in red and hlack, in 
small but vepi clear type. With 
engraved facsimile of Dhoeshout's 
Portrait Post Svo, cloth extra, Ts. 6d. 

Shakespeare for Children; Tales 
from Shakespeare. By Charles 
and Marv Lamd. With numerous 
Illustrations, coloured and plain, by 
J. Move Smith. Cr. 4to, cl. gilt, 6s. 

The Handbook of Shakespeare 
Music. Being an Account of 350 
Pieces of Music, set to Words taken 
/rom the Plays and Poems of Shake¬ 
speare, the compositions ranging 
rom the Elizabethan Age to the 
Present Time. By Alfred Roffe. 
4to, half-Roxburghe, 7 s. 

A Study of Shakespeare. By Aloer- 

NON CHARLES SWINBURRE. CrOWIt 

8to, cloth extra, 8t, 


Shelley’s Ct^plete Works, fa 

Four Vols., post 4 vo, cloth limp, 88 .; 
or separate!^ 28 . eat^. Vol. I. cin- 
tains his Early Poems, Queen Mab, 
Sc., with an Introduction by Leigh 
Hunt; Vol. II., his Later Pt'ems, 
Laon and Cythna, ^Ac.; Vol.'* Ill,, 
Posthumous Poems,the Shelley Papt^, 
Ac.; Vol. IV., his Prose Works, in¬ 
cluding A Rgfutatiou of Deism, Zas- 
trozzi, St. Irvyne, &c. _ 

Sheridan 

Sheridan’s Complete Works, with 
Life and Anecdotes. Including his 
Dramatic Writings, printed from the 
Original Editions, his Works in 
Prose and Poetry, Translations, 
Speeches, Jokes, Puns, &c With a 
Collection of Sherldaniana. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with to full- 
page Tinted Illustrations, 78 . 8d. 
Sheridan's Comodlee; The Rlvaljg 
and The School for Soandefi 
Edited, with an Introduction aril 
Notes to each Play, and a Bio¬ 
graphical Sketch of Sheridan, by 
Brandrr Matthews. With Decora¬ 
tive Vignettes and lofull-pdge Illusts. 
Demy Svo, half-parchman t, 128 6d 

Short bay^gs of Great Men. 
With Historcal and Exni^’nmory 
Notes by S(,muel A. Bent, m.A. 

Demy S vo, cloth ext ra, 7a. 6d._ 

Sidney’s (Sir PiTlIlp) Complete- 

Poetical Worke, including all those in 
“Arcadia.'’ With Portrait, Memorial* 
Introduction, Notes, &c., by tUe^'Rev, I 
A. B. Grosart, D.D. Three Vols., 
crown Svo, clotj^ boards, 18 a. 

Signboards: Their filistory. 
With Anecdotes of Faraoas Taverns 
and Remarkable Characters. Bv 
Jacob Lauwood and John CamdA 
Hottes. CroCn 8vo, cloth extra, 
wiih 100 IlluElratinns, 78 . 6d. 

S’lms^Geol^^R^Worki’b^^ 

How the Poor Live. With 6o Illusts. 
by Frfd Barnard. Large 4to, Is. 

/ Rogues and Vagabonds. Post Svo, 
illiist boards, ia , cloth limp, 28 6d. 
The Ring o’ Bells. Post Svo, illilM. 

bds , 28 ; doth, 2s. 6d,_ 

STcetchley.—A l/latdl^ ln~f-.^ ■ 
Dark. By Arthur .SfctxcnLEV. Post 
Svo, illusirateel boards, 28 . 

Slang~Dlctlonary,~ The r~Ety. 
mological, Historical, and Anecdotal. 
Crown Svo, cloth extraftilt, 6s Bd. _ 

Smith (J. Moyr), Worke by: 

The Prince of Argolla; AStoryofthe 
Old Greek Fairy Time. Small Svo, 
cloth extra, wita'j30 Illusts., 3 E. 64. 
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Smith {J. Moyr), V^orks i \\, conUnued ^ 
$\ alee of Ol\Thule. ^VViih numerous 
Jllusirations Cr. 8 vo, cloth giH.Ca. 
The Wooing of the Water Witch: 
/^orthonj Oddity. With nomerons 
iffu straii ons. S mall 8 vo, cl. ex., 6 a. 

^cietynn London. ^IBy A 
Foreign Resident. New and Cheaper 
Fdition, Revised, wltn an Additional 
Chapter on Society amono the 
Middle and Professional Classes. 
Crown 8 vo, Is,; clo th, l 8 6 d. 

Spaldlng.-Elizabethan Demon- 

ology : An Essay m Illustration of the 
Belief in die Existence of Devils, and 
the Powers possessed by Them. ByT. 
A. Spalding, LL B. Cr. 8 vo,cl.ex.,‘ 68 . 

Spaniah’Legendapy’T aleaT' By 
Mrs. S. G. C Middi.fmore, Author of 
Round a Posada Fire." Crown Svo, 
loth extra, M. 

tlpelght (T7W.)rNovels'by~: 

The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 
With tt Frontispiece by M. Ellen 
K nwiRDs. Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, 
38 6 d ; post 8 vo, illustrated bds , 28 . 

A Barren Title Cr. 8 v^lB.; cl, l 8 . 6 d. 

Spender for Chilc^en. By M. 
i{*^*RwRY. With Dlustrations by 
Walter] Morgan. \^rowD-^to,with 
Col )iircd Ilhi'^lrations, cloth ndt, 68. 

Staunton_Laws ahdT’ractlcf^ 

of Chose; Together with an Analysis 
of<lbo Openings, and a Treatise on 
End Gaines. By Howard Staunton, 
Edited by Robert B.Wormald. N<“\v 
Ediiiot ^ small cr. 8 ^, clo th extra, 68 . 

Stedman. — The Poets of 
America. With full Notes in Margin, 
•and careful Analytical Index. By 
Eduund Clarench^Stedman, Autlior 
of “ Victorian Poets." Cr. ^o.d.ex., Os. 
Bt^ri 3 al^.^Fie Afghan Knife: 

A Novel. By Robert ArmitxqeStkrn- 
DALK. Cr. 8to, cloth extra, 3 b. 6d.; post 
8 vo, illuBtrated boards, 2 $._ 

Stevenson (R.Louis),Works by: 
Travels with a Donkey In the 
'^avennes. Fifth Ed. Frontispiece by 
■■ '^Iw. Crjne. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 28 6a. 
An Inland vByago. With Front, by 
W Chare, Post 8vo, cl. Ip., 28, 6d. 
Vlrglnlbus Puerleque, and other 
P.ipers. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 6a. 
Familiar Stadias of Men and Books. 

•Second CTit. Crown 8 vm cl. ex., 6 a. 
New Arabian Nights. Crown 8 vo, 
el. extra, SB., post 8 vo, Ulust. bds., 2 | 
Tho Silverado Squatters. With 
Frontispiece. Ot. 8 s o, cloth extra, 6 s. 
Cheap Edition, jiost 8 vo, picture 


Stevenson (R, Louis), continued— 
Prince Otto; A Romance. Fourth 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6 b. j 
post 8vo, iihistrated boards,^. 

The Merry Men, and other Tales and 
Fa^es. Cr. 8vo,cl. ex.,6^[SAor(ly. 

St. John.—A Levantine Family. 
By Bavlr St. John. Post Bvo, illuB- 
trated boards, "8^_ 

Stoddard.—Summer Cruising 
In the South Seas. By Charles 
Warren Stoddard, lllnst. oy Wallis 
Maci.ay. Crown Bvo, cl, extra, Ss 6d. 

Stories from Foreign Novel¬ 
ists. With Notices of their Lives and 
Writings. By Helen and Alice Ziu- 
MRRN. Frontispiece. Crown Bvo, cloth 
extra, 38 6 d,; post Bvo, ilius t. bos., 2b. 

StP I e^rre.—Paul and VIrgInla^ 

and The Indian Cottage. By Ber- 
NARDiN St. Pierre. Edited, with Life, 
by Rev E Clarks. Post 8vo, cl. Ip., 28 . 

Strutt’s Sports and Pastimes 

of the People of England; including 
the Rural and Domestic Recreations, 
May Games, Muinmcnca, Shows, &c., 
from the burliest Period to the Present 
Time. With 140 Illustrations. Edited 
by William Home. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7 a 6 d. _ 

Suburban Homes (the) of 
London: A Residential Guide to 
Favourite London Localities^ tlicir 
Society, Celebrities, and Associations. 
With Notes on their Rental, Rates,and 
House Acconimodatlon. With Map of 
Suburba n London. Cr . 8 vo,cl.ex .,78 6(L 

Swift's Choice Works, in Prose 
ami Verso. With Memoir, Portrait, 
and Facsimiles of the Maps in the 
Original Edition of " Gulliver’s 
JTrav els." Cr, Bvo, cldth extra, 78 . 6 d. 

Swinburne (Algernon C.), 

Work* by: 

The Queen Mother and Rosamond, 
Fcaji. Bvo, 6s. 

Atalantaln Calydon. Crown Bvo, 6s. 
Chaatelard. ATragedy. Cr. Bvo, 7 b. 
Poems and Ballads. First Skrirs. 

Fcap. Bvo, 9 s Cr. Bvo, same price. 
Poems and Ballads. Second Series. 

Fcap. Bvo, 98 . Cr. Bvo, same price, 
Noteson Poems and Reviews. Bvd.la. 
Songs before Sunrise. Cr. Bvo, 6(1, 
Bothwell; A Tragedy. Cr.8vo,128 Od. 
George Chapman: An Essay. Crown 
Bvo, 7b. 

Songs of Twq Nations. Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
Essays and Studies. Crown 6vo, 12b. 
Erechthsus: A Tragedy. Cr. Bvo, 6 b. 
Note of an English Republican on 

.la... o_ 
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SwHtioiKK's (A. C.) Works, continMcd— 
Note on Charlotte Bronte.Cr.8vo,6s, 
A Study of Shakespeare. Cr. Bvo, Bl. 
Soncaof the Springtides. Cr,8vo,6l, 
Studies In Song. Crowe 8 vo, 7 l. 
Mary Stuart; A Tragedy. Cr, 8to, 8s. 
Tristram of Lyonesse, Slid other 
Poems. Crown 8vo, 9 l. 

ACentury ofRoundels. Small 410, 8|. 
A Midsummer Holiday, and other 
Poems. Crpwn 8vo, 7 s. 

Marino Fallero: ATragody. Cr.Svo.Ss. 
A Study of Victor Hugo. Cr. 8to,6s. 
Miscellanies. Crown Bvo. Ill 

Symonds.—Wine, Women and 
Song: Medimvol Latin Students' 
Songs. Now first translated into Eng¬ 
lish Verse, with Essay by J. Apdikqtok 
S yuowDS. Small 8vo, parchm ent, 6s. 

Syntax's (Dp.) Three Tours: 

•In Search of the Picturesque, in Search 
of Consolation, and in Search of a 
Wife. With the whole of Rowland¬ 
son's droll page Illustrations in Colours 
and a Life of the Author by J. C. 
Hottik^ Med. 8vo, cloth extra, it. 6d. 
Talne's History of English 
Literature. Translated by Henry 
Van Laun. Four Vof> , small 8vo, 
cloth boards, 30 s —Popular Edition, 
Two Vols., crown 8to, cloth estra, 15i. 


of the Echo Club: Burlesques 01 | 
Modem Writers. Po s tSvo , cl limp, is. e 

Taylor (Dr. J. E., f.LS.), Works 

Crown 8vo. cloth ex., 7 s. 6d each. 
The Sagacity and Morality of 
Plants: A Sketch of the Life and 
Conduct of the Vegetable Kingdom. 
ColouredFrontispiece and too Illust. 
Our Common British Fossils, and 
Where to Fmd Them: A Handbook 
for Students . With 331 Illustr ations . 

Taylor's t^fom) Historical 

Dramas: “Clancarty,” “Jeanne 
Dare,” “ Twixt Axe and Crown,” " The 
Fool's Revenge," " Arkwright’s Wife,” 
"Anne Boleyn,” " Plot and Passion,'' 
One Vol., cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7 i. 6d. 

*,* The Plays may also be had sepa¬ 
rately, at Is. each. _ 

Tennyson (Lord): A Biogra¬ 
phical Sketch. By H. J. Jknninos. 
With a Photograph-Portrait, Crown 
Ivo, cloth extra, 6s. _ 

Trtkckerayana: Notes and Anec¬ 
dotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of 
Sketches by William Maxepxacx 
Thackeray, depicting Humorous 
Incidents in bis School-life, snd 
Favourite Characters in the books of 
bis every-day reading. With Coloured 
Fnntlspece. Cr, Sro^ cl, extra, 7i.6dL 


Thomas (forthaj, Novels by! 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3 s. fid. each; 
postSvo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
Cresslda. | Proud MiJsIs. 
The Violin-Player. '_ 

Thomas (M.).—A Fight for Life: 
A Novel, W. Moy Thomas. Post 
fivo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Thomson's Seasons and Castle 
of Indolence. With a Biographical 
and Critical Introduction by Allah ' 
Cunningham, and over 50 fine Illustra¬ 
tions on Steel and Wood. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, gilt edges, 7 s. 6d. 


Thopnbupy (Walter), Works by 

Haunted London. Edited by Ed¬ 
ward Walvord, M.A. With Illus¬ 
trations by F. W. tiURHOLT, F.aA. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7 s fid. a 
The Life and Correspondenoe of 
J. M. W. Turner. Founded upon 
Letters and Papers furnished by his 
Friends and follow Acidemicians. 
With numerous Illusts. in Colours, 
facsiiaila^ from Turner’s Original 
Drawing^ Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 7 s. 6d, 
Old StorlotrRe-told. Post foLcloth 
limp, 2s fii. 

Tales for the Marines. Post 3 vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

TImbs (John), Works by: 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 78 fid (fitch. 
The History of Clubs and Club Life 
In London. With Anecdotes of its 
Famous Ccfdee-housea, ,Hoslelries, 
aud Taverns. With many Illusts 
English Eccentrics and Eooen- 
tricitlea: Stories of Wealth and 
Fashion, Delusions, Impostures, and 
Fanatic Miduions, Strange Sights! 
and Sporting &onea, Eccentric 
Artists, Theatrical Folk, Men ol 
Letters, &c. With nearlv 50 Illnsts. 

Jrollope (Anthony), Novels by: 
Crown fivo, cloth extra, 8s, fid. each; 
post 8vo, Illustrated boards, 2 s. each, 
The Way We Live Now. 

Kept In the Dark. 

Frau Frohmann. (. Mat ‘Ion Fay. 
Mr. Soarborough’a Family, 

The Land-Leeguert. 

Post Svo, Ulustrated boards, 2 s. eaclL 
The Qolden Lion of Dranpere. 
JohnCaldIgate. | AmslHcan Senator 


Trollope(Franoe8 E.),Noveleby 

Crown Svo, cloth extra. Itefid each; 
post Svo. illustratt J botrda, ^ taob. 
Like Ships upon the 8 m. 

Mabel’t ProgrMa.i' Ann* Furimm 





Tpollope (T. A.),—Diamond Cut 

Diamond, and other Slone*. By 
T. Adolphus Trollope. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards. 2 t. * 

Tiywbrldges^Ftirniill’a Folly t 

A Novel. Fy J. r. Trowbridgs. Post 
flvo, illustra ted board«, *8. 

TurgwilefF. — Stories from 

Torelgn Novollrflt. Dy Ivan Turge- 
NiEFF, and others. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 
33 .€d,; po st 8vo, Ulustra^ lx)ard8, 2 b. 

Tytlep (C. C. ^rasep.). —MIs- 

tpoas Juditht A Novel. By C. C, 
Frasku-Tytler. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 

^ 6d.; p ost 8vo, lUn st. boards, 2 a. 

Tytlep (Sapah), Novele by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38 Sd. each; 
post 8vo, illualralcd boards, 2a. each. 
What She Come Through. 

The Bride'e Pass. 

Saint Mungo's City. 

Beauty and the Beast. With a 
(FroDti8piec*.<y P. Macnab. 

drown 8vo, cloth extra, 3 |. 6d. each. 
Noblesse Oblige. With Illuatrations 
by F. A. Fkaser. 

CItoyenne Jacqueline. Illostrated 
by A. W . Houghton. 

The Huguenot Family. With Illusts, 
Lady Bell. Front, by R.mIIcbeth. 

Burled-Clamonds: A 4 tvel, Three 
Vcffl!, crown 8vo. a _ 

Van Laun.- HIstopy of Fpenoh 

Literature. By H. Van Lauh Three 
Vola , demy 8vo, cf. bd«., 78 6d. each. 

yniatit — A Double Bond: A 

Story. By Linda Viluri. Fcap. 

^ gyp, picture cover , 18 . ^ _ 

Walfopd ?Edw., M.A.),Wopk8 by: 
The County Families of the United 
Jdngdom. Containing Notices of 
the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Educa¬ 
tion, &c., of more than 13,000 dis¬ 
tinguished Heads of Families, their 
Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, the 
Offices tuey hold or have held, their 
Town and Country Addresses, Clubs, 
4 c, Twenty-sixth Annual Edition, • 
for i8ifi, cloth gilt, 60 «. 
lie Shilling Peerage ( 1886 ), Con¬ 
taining an Alphabetical List of the 
}*buse of Lords, Dates of Creation, 
Lnts of £cot^ and Irish Peers, 
Addresses, 4 c. 33mo, cloth, iB. 

Published annually, 

-ha Shilling Baronetage ( 1886 ). 
Containing an Alphabetical List of 
theBaronetiff the United Kin^om, 
abort Biographical Notices, wte* 
of Creation, Addresaea, 4 o. 331D0, 
olotbiU. 


Waleord’b (Edw.) WoriS, roxliniird— 
The Shilling Knightage ( 1886 ). Con¬ 
taining an Alphabetical List of the 
Knights of the United KingftSin. 
short Biographical Notices, Dates of 
Creation, Addresses,&c. 33 mo,cI.,l8. 
Tho Shilling Houao of Corgmona 
( 1886 ). Containing a List ol'till llie 
Members of Parliament, their Town 
and Country Addresses, &c. New 
EditiSn, embodying the results of 
the recent General Election. 33mo, 
cloth. Is. Pnblished annually. 

The Complete Peerage, Baronet¬ 
age, Knightage, and House of 
Commons ( 1886 ), In One Volume, 
royal 32mo, cloth extra, gUt edges, 5 a. 
Haunted London. By Walter 
Thornbury, Edited by Edward 
Walford, M.A. With illustrations 
by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A, Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7 «. 64 . 

Walton andCotton’sCompleta 

Angler; or, Tho Contemplative Man’j 
Recreation; being a Discourse of 
Rivers, Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, 
written by Isaak Walton; and In¬ 
structions how to Anglo for a Tront or 
Grayling in aclear Stream, by Charles 
Cotton, With Original Memoirs and 
Notes by Sir Harris Nicolas, and 
61 Cofnierplate lllustrationt Largo 
_ crown 8vo, ^th antique, 7 l. 84 

Walt Whitman, Poems by. 

Selected and edited, with an Intro¬ 
duction, by William M. Rossetti A 
New Edition, wilh a Steel Plate Por- 
, trait. Crown 8vo, printed on band- 
made paper and bound in buckram, 
63 . 


Wanderep’s Library, The': 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3 *. 64 each. 
Wanderings In Patagonia; or, Lite 
among the Ostneh-Hunters. By 
Julius Bekroohu. Illustrated. 
Camp Notes; Stories of Sport and 
Adventure in Asia, Africa, and 
America. By Frederice Boyle. 
Savage Life. By FredYrici Boyle. 
Merrie England In the Olden Time 
By George Daniel. With Illustra¬ 
tions by Rout. Cruikshahk. 

Circus Life and Circus Celebrities. 
By Thomas Frost. 

The Lives of the Conjurer*. By 

Thomas Frost. 


The Old Showmen and the Old 
London Fairs. By Thomas Frost. 
Low-Life Deeps. An Account of the 
Strange Fish to be found there. Bo 
James Greenwood. j 

The Wild* of London. By Iami* 
Greenwood. 

TunI*: The Land end the Peopls 
Bt tin ,Ch«vRller de Heiie-War. 
TEoo. With 3 * Illnitmtions 
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BOOKSfPUBLISHED BY 


Wanderer’s Lidrary, The, ccntinutd^ 
The LIfoand Advontureeof a Cheap 
By OnQ of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charles Hindlky. 

The World Behind the Scenes. By 
Percy Fitzgerald. 

Taverfi Anecdotes and Sayings: 
Including tlie Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with Ta* 
verns, Coflee Houses, Clu^s, &c. 
By Charles Hindlky. Withlllusts. 
The Genial Showman: Lite and Ad* 
ventures of Artemus Ward. ByE, P, 
Kingston. With a Frontispiece. 
The Story of the London Parks. 

By Jacob Larwood. With Illu^ts. 
London Characters. By Henry Mat¬ 
hew. Illustrated. 

Seven Generations of Executioners: 

Memoirs of the Sanson Family (1668 
to 1847). Edited by Henry Sanson. 
Summer Cruising In the South 
Seas. By C. Warren Stoddard, 
Illustrateq by Wallis Mackay, 

WdpneP.—A Roundabout Jour¬ 
ney. By Charles Dudlev Warner, 
Author of " My Summer in a Garden." 

_ C rown 8vo, cloth extra, 63 ._ 

Warrants, &c. 

Warrant to Execute Charles I. An 

exact Facsimile, with the Filty-nine 
Signatures, and corresp^Mmi; Seal s. 
Carefully printed on paper to imitate 
the Original, 2a in. by 14 in. Price 28 . 
Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of 
Scots. An exact Facsimile, includ. 
ing the Signature of Queen Eliza¬ 
beth, and a Facsimile of the Great 
Seal. Beautifully printed on paper 
to imitate the Original MS. Price 28 . 
Magna Charta. An exact Facsimile 
^ the Original Document in the 
Bntiah Museum, printed on fine 
plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by 2 
feet wide, with the Arms and Seals 
emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 
Price 6l. 

The Roll of %ittle Abbey; or, A List 
of the Princ^al Warriors who came 
over from Normandy with William 
the Conqueror, and Settled in this 
Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms embl.i^oned lu Gold 
and Colours. _Pnce 5 s. 

Weather, How to Foretell the, 

with the Pocket Spectpoecope. By 
F. W. Cory, M.R.C.S. Eng., h R.Met. 
Soc.,&c. With 10 Illustrations. Crown 
8^0, Is. i cloth, Is 6d. 

Wegtropp.—Handbook of Pot- 
tery md Porcelain: or, History ol 
those Arts from the Earliest Period. 
By Hopper M. Westropp. With nn- 
merous lllustratious, and a List ol 
Marks. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 4 f, 6d. 


Whl8tler’8(Mr.) “Ten o’Clock.” 

Uniform with his “ Whistler u Kuskin; 

A rt and Art Crilyis.'' Cr.8vo,l a [SAoit/r. 

Wflllams (wjilattleu, FTRAS.L 

Works by: o * 

Science Notes. See the Gentleman’s 
Magazine. Is. Monthly. » 

Science In Short Clinptert. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78 ^d. ^ 

A Simple Treatise on Heat. Crown 
8vo, cloth liDip, with Illusts., 20 . 6d. 

The Chemisrv of Cookery. Crown 

_ 8vo, cloth extra, 68.__ 

Wilson (D'r.'^ndrew, F.R.S^eT)~ 

Worke by: 

Chapter* on Evolution; A Popular 
History of the Darwinian and 
Allied Theories of Development. 
Third Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, with 259 Illustrations, 7 a 6d. 

Leaves from a Naturalist’s Note¬ 
book. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28 . 6d. 

Leleure-TImo Studios, chiefly Bio* 
logical, llnrd Edit >with New Pr<>i 
face. Cr. 8vo. cl. ex., wtth Illusts,, Ci: 

Studies In Life and Sense. With 
numerous Illuiatrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth exiia, 6s. U^repanr.ir, 

Common Accidents, ana How to 
Treat them. By Dr. Andrew Wil¬ 
son Hiid oUiers. With numerous 11 - 
lustnition^ Crown 8vo, l8.; cloth 
limp, Is. _ 

winter (J. ^j, Stories’^l^ 

Cavalry Life. Posl 8yo, illust. bds., 23 . 

Regimental Legonda. Crown 8vo, 
doth extra, 3 s. 6(L ; post 8vo, Ulus- 
traled boards, 2s 


Women of the Day: A Bidgra- 

pineal Dictionary of Notable Contem¬ 
poraries. By Fences Hays. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, M. 

Wood.—Sabina :~OjoveT By 

Lady Wood, Post 8vo, illu st. bds., 2g. 

Words, Fact^, and Rhraaes: 

A Dictiou.vry of Curious, Qu.iint, and 
Out-of-the-Way Matters. By Elikzfr 
Edwards. New and cheaper i-^siie, 
_c_r. 8vo,cl ex ,73 6d.; lulf-bound, 98 . 

Wright (TRdmas), Wol^a^by': ' 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78 . Cd. each. 
Caricature History of tho GuorgSa. 
(The House ol Hanoicr.) U'lth 400 
Pictures, Caricatures, Squibs, Bi£l. 
Btdes, Wiudow PictiHes, j,c t"* 
History of Caricature and of the 
Gi’otcoque In Art, Liternturo, 
Sculpture,and Painting. Priihisely 
Illustrated by F.W. Kairmi.lt.F.S.A. 

Yates (Edmund), Ntvels by: 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2 i. each. 
Castaway. | The Forlorn Hxpe, 
Land at Last 
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THREE-VOLUME NOVELS IN THE PRESS. 


WILKIE COLLINS’^EW NOVEL. 

The Evil Genius: 4 No''el. By Wilkie 
.‘vOLLiNS, Aufcor jof “^he Woman in 
White." Three Vols., crown 8vo. 

WAI.JER BESANTS NEW NOVEL. 

ChlIdKbn of Qlbeon: A Novel. By 
Walter BF.SAifr, Author of‘‘All Sorts 
and Conditions of Men,” "Dorothy 
I'orster,’’ Ac. Three Vols., crown 
Svo. ^ 

HALL CAINE’S 

A Son ot Hagap: A Novel. By T. Hat 
Clime," &c. Three Vols., crown Svo. 


MRS, HUNrS NEW NOVES. 

That other Person; A Novel. ^ Mrs 
Alfred Hunt, Author of ‘‘Thomi 
croft’s Model," ‘‘The Leaden Casket," 
Ac. Three Vols., crown Svo.'f 
GRANT ALLEN'S NEW NOVEL. 

In all Phadea: A Novel. By Grant 
Allen, Author of " Strange Stories,' 
"Philistia,” “Babylon," Ac, Thret 
Vols., crown Svo. 

lEW NOVEL. 

I Caine, Author of ‘‘The Shadow of t 


THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 


Popular Stories by the Best Authors. Library Kditions, many Illustrated, 
crown 8to, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. each. 


nr MRS. ALEXANDER. 


MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS 


Maid. Wife, or Widow P 

BY GRANT ALLEN, 
(Phllletla. , ' 

BY BASIL, 

A Drawn Game. 

“The Wearing of the Green.” 

BY IV. BESANT & JAMES RICE. 
Ready Money Mortiboy. 

My Little Girl. 

The Case of Mr. Luoraft. 

This Son of Vulcan. ; 

WIti. rfarp and Crown 
The Golden Butterfly.' 

By Cello's Arbour. 

The Monks of Thelema. 

Twas In Trafalgar's Bay. 
The^eamy Side. 

The^Ten Years’ Tenant. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

BY WALTER SESANT. 

All Sortll and Conditions of Men. 
Tho Captains’ Room 
All In a Garden Fair 
Dorothy Forster. 

Uncle Jack. * 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN, 

A Child of Nature. 

God and the Man. 

The Shadow of the Sword. 

The Martyrdom of Madeline. •, 
Love Mo for Ever. 

Annan Water. I The New Abelard. 
Matt 1 Foxglove Manor. 

Master of the Mine. 

DY^HALL CAINE. 

The Shadow of a Crime. 

BY MRS. II. LOVETT CAMERON. 
Deceivers Ever. | Juliet’s Guardian. 

BY MORUMER COLLINS. 
Sweet Anne Page. 

Transmigration. 

From MMnight to Midnight 


Blacksmith and Scholar. 
Tho Village Comedy. 

You Play me False 


BY WILKIE COLLINS. 


Antonina. 

Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 
Tho Dead Secret 
Queen of Hearte 
My Mlscellgnlee 
Woman In Vfflito. 
Tho Moonstone 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Flnoh. 
Miss or Mre P 


New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep 
The Law and thi 
Lady. 

TheTwo Destinlei 
Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Loavei 
Jezebel’sDaughtei 
The Black Robe. 
Heart andSolenet 
I Say No. 


BY DUTTON COOK. 
Paul Foster’s Daughter. 


BY WILLIAM CYPLES 
Hearts of Gold 


BY ALPHONSE DAUDET. 

The Evangelist; or. Port Salvatioa 
BY JAMES DE MILLS, 

A Castle In Spain. 4 

BY J LEITH DERWENT 
Our Lady of Teare I Circe’s Lovers 
BY M. BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia. I Kitty. 

BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES. 
Archie Lovell. 

BY R. E. FRANCILLON. 
QueenCophetua. I A Real Queep 
One by One. | ^ 

Prcfoca by Sir BARTLE FRERE. 

Pandurang Harl. ' 

BY EDWARD GAERSTt. j 
Th« Capdl airit ' 
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BOOK^^PUBLISHED BY 


Piccadilly Novkls, amtinued— 

•' BY CHARLES GIBBON. 

Robin Gray. I For Laok of Gold. 
What will the World SayP 
In Honour Bound. 

Queeh of the Meadow. 

The Flower of the Foreat 
A Heart'a Problem. 

The Braat of Yarrow. 

The Golden Shaft. Of High Degree. 
Fancy Free. Loving a Dream. 

A Hard Knot. Fancy Free. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 

Under the Greenwood Tree. 


BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. | Ellice Quentin. 

Sebastian Stroma. 

Prince Saronl’a Wife. 

Dust. I Fortune's Fool. 

Beatrix Randolph. 

Miss Cadogna. 

Love—or a Name. 

BY SIR A. HELPS. 

Ivan de Biron. 

BY MRS. CASHEL HOEY. 

The Lover's Creed. 

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT. 
Thomicroft’a Model. 

The Leaden Casket. 
Self-Condemned. -li. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 

Fated to be Free. 

BY HARRIETT JAY. 

The Queen of Connaught 
BY HENRY KINGSLEY, 
Number Seventeen. 

BY B. LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kemball. 

Atonement of Learn Dundaa. 

The World Wall Lost 
Under which Lord P 
With a Silken Thread. 

The Rebel of the Family 
‘My Lovelj} I lone. 

BY HENRY W. LUCY. 
Gideon Fleyoe. 


BY JUSTIN McCarthy, mj>. 
Tha Waterdale Nelghboura 
My Enemy's Daughter. 

LInley Roohford. | A Fair Saxon. 
Dear Lady Disdain. 
MIssMIaanthrope. | Donna Quixote 
r. The Comet of a Season. 

SoMald of Athena 


Bvo^lamlola. 

YeV'BV GEORGE MACDONALD. 
ttsykul Faber, Surgeon, 
thoshomaa Wingfold, Curate 


By H by MRS. MACDONBLL. 


meroig^,. Cousins. 
Mark! 


Piccadilly Noyils, cmUmutd— 

BY FLORmtiCB MARRYAT. 
Open I Sesamk! I Written In FI 
BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 
Life's Atonement | Coals of Flr< 
Joseph’s Coat. Val Strange 
A Model Father. I Hearte 
By the Gate of the Sea ® 

The Way of the World. 

A Bit of Human Nature 
First Person PIngular. 

Cynic Fortuni 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT, 
Whiteladlee 

BY MARGARET A. PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 

Lost Sir Mossing-1A Confidential 
herd. I Agent 

Best of Husbands From Exile 
Halvee I A Grape from 

Walter’s Word. ' Thorn. 

What He Cost Her ' FO.(iPash Only. 

Less Black than Some Private 
We’re Painted. Views. 

By Proxy. Kit i A Memory. 

High Spirlte The Canon's 

Under One Roof. Ward. (Town 
Carlyon’s Year. The Talk of th< 
BVi B. C. PRICE. 
Valentine ' | The Foreigners 

Mrs. Lancat '-.er’s Rival. 

BY CHARLES READE 7 ' 

It Is Never I'oo Late to Mend. 

Hard Cash. 

Peg Woffington. 

Christie Johnstone 
Griffith Gaunt. | Foul Play. ■ 

The Double Marriage 
Love Me Little. Love Ms Long. 

The Cloister rand the Hearth. 

The Course of True Love 
The Autobiography of a Thief. 

Put Yourself In His Place 
A Terrible Temptation. ' 

The Wanderiny Heir. | A Simpleton. 
A Woman-Hater. | Readlane 
Singleheart and Ooublefacs. 

The Jilt. 

Good Stories of Men and other 
Animals. 

‘ BY MRS. J. H. RIDDELL, 

Her Mother's Darling. 

Prince of Wales’s Garden-Party. 
Weird Stories. 

BY F. W. ROBINSON. 

Women are Strange. 

The Hands of Justice 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS. 

Bound to the WhoeL 
Guy Waterman. ,, 

Two Dreamere 
One Atolnst tha World, 

The Lion In the Path. 



CHATTO <5- WimUS, mCADILLY. 


ag 


PiccAPlur Notil*, contunud— 

BY KATHARINE Sj^UNDSRS, 
Joan Merrywaathef. ' 

Mu^arat anckLEilnba>'Xl. 
aWeoti't Rook.^ I Heart Salvaga. 
The High Mllla I Scbaetlan. 

•By T. lY. SPEIGHT. 
Myttarlaa M Heron Oyka. 

BY R. A.STERNDALB, 

The Afghan Knife. 

BY BERTHA THOUAS. 
Proud Malete. | Creatida. 

The Violin-Player. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE, 
The Way we Live Now. 

Frau Frohmann. | Marlon Fay. 
Kept In the Dark. 

Mr. Scarborough’t Family. 

The Land-Laaguera. 


Piccadilly Novils, contimitd— 

BY PRANCES B. TROLLOPE, . 
Like Shipa upon tha 8aa. 

Anna Furneaa 
Mabel't Prograaa. 

BY IVAN TURGENIEPP, Qc. 
Storlea from Foreign Novellett. 

BY SARAH TYTLBR. 
What She Came Through 
Tha Bride’s Pass. 

Saint Mungo’a City. 

Beauty and tha B^L 
Noblerse Oblige. 

CItoyenne Jacqueline. 

The Huguenot Family. 

Lady Ml. 

BY C. C. PRASER-TULER. 
Mietreae Judith. 

BY I. S. WINTER, 
Regimental Leganda. 


cheap editions of 

Post 8vo, Illustrated 

BY EDMONO 
The Fallih. i 

BY HAUl\ i. 

Carrof Carriyott lencea. 

Li HRS. a\ JR. 

Maid, Wife, or W 
.Valerie's Fate. \ 

. BY GRANT a 
, Strange Stories. 
tPhllletla. 

BY BASH 
A Drawn Game. ( 

"The Wa,irlng of the Jraen." 

BY SHELSLEY BEAVCHAUP. 
Omntley Grange. 

}Y W. BESANT «• fAUES RICE, 
Ready-Money Mortlboy. 

With Harp and Crown. 

This Son of .Vuloan. | My Little Girl. 
Tha Cate of Mr. Luoraft. 

The Golden Butterfly. 

By Celia’s Arbour. 

Thy Monks of Thelema. 

Twaa In Trafalgar’s Bay. 

T b* Seamy SIda 
ne Tan Ygara'Tenant. 

The Chaplain or the Fleet 
BY WALTER BESANT. 

All Sorts and Conditlona of Men, 
The Captains’Room. 

All In a GardA Fair. 

Dorothy Forster. 

Uncle Jack. 


POPUUR NOVELS. 

boards, 2l. each. 

BY PREDERICK BOYLE. 
Camp Notea I Savage Life. 
Chronicles of No-man’s Land. 

BY ifRET HARTB. 

An Heiress of Red Dog. 

The Luck of Roaring Camp. 
Californian Stories. 

Gabriel Conroy. 1 Flip. 

> Manija. 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN, 

Tha Shadow of The Martyrdom 
tha Sword. of Madeline. 

A Child of Nature. Annan Water. 
God and the Man. The New Abelardl 
Love Mo for Ever. Matt 
Foxglove Manor. 

BY MRS. BURNETT. 

Surly Tim. 

BY HALL CAINE, 

The Shadow of a Crime. 

BY MRS. LOVETT CAMERON 
Deceivers Ever. | Juliet’s Guardlsii 
BY MACLAREN COBBAN. 

The Cure of Soula 
BY C. ALLSTON COLLINS, 
Tha Bar Sinister. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 
Antonina. I Queen of Hearts. 

Basil. ‘ My MItoellanleo. 

Hide and Seek, i Woman In While, 
The Dead Secret. > The Moonstone. 



Boosts PUBLISHED B? 


Chia? Popola* Novels, conliniuS— 
^WiLEiE Collins, conhiiued. 

Man and Wife. Haunted Hotel. 
Poop MIm Finch. The Fallen Leaves. 
MIee or Mrs.P . Ja 2 eboreDaughtep 
Now If agdalen. The Black Robe. 
The Frozen Deep. Heart and Science 
Law and the Lady. "I Say Na” 
TheTwoDeatInlee c 

BY UORTIUER COLLINS. 
Sweet Anne Pago. I From Midnight to 
Transmigration. | Midnight 
A Fight with Fortune. 

UORTIUER & FRANCES COLLINS. 
Sweet and Twenty. | Frances. 
Blacksmith and Scholar, 

The Village Comedy. 

You Play me False. 


CsEAP PopDLAE NOVELS, amHttiuA— 
BY CHARLES GIBBON. 

Robin Gray. O The Flower of the 
For Lack of floIdP Forest. 

What will the Afleart’i Probfsm 
World Say P The Braes of Yar* 
In Honour Bound, row. 

In Love and War. The QoldeifShaft 
For the King, Of High Degree. 
In PasturesOreen Fancy Frea 
Queen of the Mea- By Mead and 
dow. t Stream. 

BY WILLIAU GILBERT, 

Dr. Austin’s Ouesta 

The Wizard of the Mountain. 

James Duka 

BY yAUES GREENWOOD. 

Dick Templa 


BY DUTTON COOK. 

Leo. I Paul Foster's Daughter. 

BY C. EGBERT CRADDOCK. 

The Prophet of the Great Smoky 
Mountalna 

BY WILLIAU CYPLES. 
Hoarte of Gold. 

BY ALPHONSE DAUDP.T. 

The Evangelist; or. Port Salvation. 

BY JAMES DE UILLE, 

A Castle In Spain. 

BY J. LEITH DERWENT. 

Our Lady of Tears. | Circe’s Lovers. 

BY CHARLES DICKENS. 
Sketches by Boz. I Oliver Twist. 
Pickwick Papers. | Nicholas NIckleb/ 

BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES, 

A Point of Honour. | Archie Lovell 
BY M, BETHAM.BDWARDS. 
Fstlola I Kitty, 

fly EDWARD EGGLESTON. 
Roxy. 

BY PERCY FITZGERALD. 

Bella DotAa. | Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tlllotson. 

Polly. *■ 

Seventy-five Brooke Street 
The Lady of Brantome. 

BY ALBANY DE FONBLANQUB. 
Filthy Lucre. 

BY R. B. FRANCILLON. 
Olympia. I Queen Cophetua. 
One by One. | A Real Queen. 
Prefaced by Str H. BARTLB FRERB. 
OPandurang Harl. 

BY HAIN FRISWBLL. 

One of Two. 

BY EDWARD GARKBTT. '. 

The Capel Girls. i 


BY ANDREW HALLWAY. 
Every-Day Papers, 

BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY. 
Paul Wynter’s Sgqrlfloe. 

BY THOMAS*‘^'ARDY. 

Under the Greenwood Tree, 
fly 7. BERWICK HARWOOD. 
The Tenth Earl. 

BY JULIAN HAWTnORNE. 

/ I Sebastian Strome 

Ellice QuefrMn. I Dust. 

Prince Saronl’s Wife. 

Fortune’s FUol. | Beatrix »,.iodolph. 

fly SIR ARTHUR HELPS. 

Ivan de BIron. 

BY MRS. CASHEL HOEY, 

The Lover’s Creed. 

BY TOU HOOD. " 

A Golden Heart. 

BY URS. <SBORGB HOOPER, 
The House of Raby, 

BY VICTOR HUGO. 

The Hunchback of Notre Darmi. 

BY URS.*ALFRBD HUNT, 
Thomlorott’s Model. 

The Leaden Casket 
Self-Condemned. 

BY JEAN INGBLOW. 

Fated to be Free. 

BY HARRIETT JAY, 

The Dark Colleen. 

The Queen of Connaught 
BY MARK KERSHAWi^. 
Colonial Facts aneb Fictions. ' 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY. 
Oakshott Castle. 


BY B. LYNN LINTON, 
Patricia Kemball.^ 

The Atonement orLeam Oundaa 
The World Well Lost 


Under which LordP 
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Cbia; Popular Novels, continiud— 
LysH Liston, continiud— 

With a SIIKan Thread. 

The Rebel of th^emlly. 

"My Love 

• BY HBN»T W. LUCY. 
Qldeon Fleyoe. 

BYvusTiN McCarthy, m.p. 
DevLAyDIedaln 
Th^WaterdalS 
Nelghboura. 

My Enemy’e 
Daughter. 

A Fair Saxon. 


LInley Roohford. 
MleeMleanthrope 
Donne Quixote. 
The^^met of e 
Season. 

Maid of Athene. 


BY GEORGE MACDONALD. 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. 

Thomas Wlngfold, Curate. 

BY,MRS. MACDONBLL. 
Quaker Cousine. 

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID, 
The Evil Eye. 1 Loet Rose. 

BY W. H.UALLOCK. 

New ReuOTo. 

BY FLORENCE UARRYAT, 


A Little Stepson. 
Fighting the Air 
Written In Fire, 


Open! Sesame 
A Harvest of Wild 
Oats. 

BY*y. MASTERMAN. 
Half-a.do 2 en Daught^. 

BY BRANDER MATTHEIVS. 
A SeoraJ^f the Sea. i 

HY JEAN MWdIBMASS. 
Touch and Go. I Mr. Dorlllloa 
BY D. CHRISTIE MURRA T. 


Val Strange. 
Hearts. 

The Way of 
World. 

A Bit of Human 
riatura 


ALIfe’sAtonement 
A Model Father. 

Aaeph’s Coat. 

Coals of Fire. 

^y theQateofthe 

Sea. - 

BY*ALICE O'HANLON. 
The Unforeseen. 

. BY MRS. OLIVANT. 

•Whiteladles. * 

BY MRS. ROBERT O'REILLY. 
Phcebe’e Fortunes. 

BY OUIDA. 


the 


Held In Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandoe. 

Under Two Flags. 
Idall^ 

.CssACastle- 
malne> Qd|«. 
Triootrin. 

Puck. 

Folle Ferine. 

A Dog of Flendere. 
Pasoerel. < 
Signs. 


PrTnoeee Naprexine 


TwoLIttleWooden 
Shoes. • 

In a Winter City. 
Ariadne. 
Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pipistrel lo. 

A Village Com¬ 
mune. 

BImbl. 

In Maremma. 
Wanda. 

Frescoes. 


Cheap Popular Novels, contiHmd— 
BY MARGARET AGNES PAUL, 
Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMBS PAYN. 


Loet Sir Massing- 
herd. 

A Perfect Trea¬ 
sure. 

Bentinck'e Tutor. 
Murph/# Master. 
A County Family. 
At Her Mercy. 

A Woman's Ven¬ 
geance. 

Ceoll’e Tryst. 
Clyflbrds ofClyflb 
The Family Scape¬ 
grace. 

Foster Brothers. 

Found Dead. 

Beet of Husbands. 
Walter’s Word. 
Halves. 

Fallon Fortunes. 
What He Cost Her 
HumorousStorlee 
Gwendoline’s Har¬ 
vest. 

£200 Reward. 


Like Father, Like 
Son. • 

A Marine Resi¬ 
dence. 

Married Beneath 
Him. 

Mirk Abbey. 

Not Woo^, but 
Won. 

Less Black than 
We’re Painted. 

By Proxy. 

Under One Roof. 

High Spirits. 

Carlyon’s Year. 

A Confidential 
Agent 

Some Private 
Views. 

From Exile. 

A Grape from 
Thorn. 

For Cash Only. 

Kit: A Memory. 

The Canon s Ward 


BY EDGAR A. POE. 

The Mystery of Marie RogeL 
BjkE. C. PRICE. 
Valentina.* | The Foreigners. 
Mrs Lancaster’s Rival. 

Gerald. 


BY CHARLESREADB. 

• It Is Never Too' Late to Mend 
Hard Cash. | Peg Woffington. 
Christie Johnstone. 

Grlfllth Gaunt. 

Put Yourself In Hie Place. 

The Double Marriage. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
Foul Play. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 

The Course of True Love. 
Autobiography of a Thief. 

A Terrible Temptations 
The Wandering Heir. 

A Simpleton. I A Woman-Hater. 
Readlana. | The Jilt. 
SInglehoart and Doublefaco. 

Good Stories of Men and other 
Animals. 


BY MRS. J. H. RIDDELL. 
Her Mother’s Darling. 

Prince of Wales’s Garden Party 
Weird Stories. 

The Uninhabited House. 

Fairy Water. 

The Mystery In Palace Gardena 
BY F. W. ROBINSON, 
Women are Strange. 

The Handb of Justice 




w «WA* euffusHF^ ' 

• . . .. . . . .-j. . , ' , ■■ <..|. 


Otti^ PorxiUM. KoVlt«, 

, JAUSS RUNCIUAN. 
SktVipam aiM) Shellbaok*. 

Or^ Balm«lgn'» SwMthMrt. 

, BY H', CLABK RVSSBLL, 
Mound tiU Oolley fire, 

On the foVele Heiul. 

BY BAYLB ST. JOBN. 

A Leventlne Family. 

BY GBORGB AUGUSTUS S4LA, 
Oaell|ht and Daylight, 

BY JOBS SAUNDBBS. 
Bound to the Wheal. 

One Agalnet the WoeW. 

Ouy Waterman. 

*(>>0 Lion In the Bath, 

Two Oreamere. 

BY KATBARINB BAVBDBRS. 
dean Merryweather. 

Margaret and Ellzaheth. 

The High MUte. 

BY GBOSGB R. SiMS, 
Roguea and Vagabonda. 

The Ring o’ 

V BY ARTBUR SKBTCBLKY. 

A Matoh In the Dark. 

BY T. IT. SPEIGHT. 

The Myetarlee of Heron C^ka. 

BY R. A. STBRHDA Jt. 

The Afghan KnHh. 


Cam Pomut NovTte, OMttmed-* 

BY IVAN TURGBNtBFP. «t. 
Storlee from Foin^gn Novellete. 

BY BiRR TWllIN. 

Tom Sawyer. 

A Pleaeure Trip on the Continent 
of Europe. 

A Tramp Abread. 

The Stolen WhM Elephant 
Huckleberry Finn- 
BY C.C. J^RASBR-TYTLBR. 
MIetreea duditit, 

BY SARAH TYTLBR, 

What She Came Through. 

The Brtde’a Paie. 

Saint Mungo’e Olty. 

. Beauty ana the Beaet 

BY J. S. WINTER. 

Cavalry Ll» | Regimental Legende, 

BY LADY WOOD. 

Sabina. 

BY BDMUND'4:4TBli. 
Ooetaway. I The Forrum Hope 
Land at Laet. 

ANONYMOUS. 

Paul FerrolL 

Why Paul Ferrell Killed hit Wife. 


popm.AS tmuNC books. 

Jeff Brigge'e Love Story. B* Beat 
Hakti. 


BY R. LOUIS STBVSNSON. 
gtew Arabian HIghta 
Mnoe Otto. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS. 
Oreeelda | Pn^ Maieia 
The Vlolln-Plajrer, 

BY W. MOY THOMAS. 

i (or L»e, 

}-BX WALTER TRQRBBURY. 
ySt^forlftplllSHnea 
iSTS. ADm^¥S TROLIOPB. 


^ Way w* *Jve tew. 

\ Amarioan 
ffrehmano. 

.fa^Rw! 

i Soarhorough'a fAtnitY >-; 

f ^oMenTIwS QrvfpWW- 

,j|LCaW!jjgta- ^ 
i^Ji^iS^AlfOETSOLLOPB 






The Twine c,’ Table Mountain. By 
Beit HA«Te, 

Mra Oalnaborough'e DIamonda By 

• Juliah Hawt«o»me. 

Kathleen Mavoumeen. Ry Artbot 
of " Thai Law o' lA^wrie’s." 

LIndeay'e Luok. By the Aathoi of 
“ That Lou o’ Lowrie'e." 

Pretty Polly Pr.mberton. By tbe 
Author or "That Leu o’ Lc Trie'a” 

Trooping With Crowa By Mra 
Pxius. 

The PTofeeeor'* Wlfa By iMnuW 
GkAUAU, 

A Double Bond. By Linda ViLLAat. 

Eether’a Qloya By it E, PkAMciuoN. 

Tbe Oarden that Paid tha Rant 
BVTOmJ iaaoLO. 

OunY. By JOBN CoLtuA*. IQoa 
ttwed by J. C. Dolluan. 

SuThd the Oatea By B. S. Pacu.. 

Ah DM Mald’a Paradlea By B. % 
PhilM. 

Burgtarein Paradlee ByE S.Paavra 

Doom: An Atlantic Epieoda By 
loam H. MAcCAaTHv, M.P. 

Our Sonaatlon Novel. Edited by 

A lanWn Tltla By T.W. Snioer. 

Tte Silverado SRutiteiw. By it. 

/'td^SAvundw.’^ 
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